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	1. Prologue
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**Summary: ****Hiccup had the choice to leave Berk before he faced the Monstrous Nightmare and five years later, he's living in a peaceful village with dragons, but manaces are threatening it's people. And what will Stoick do when he founds out that his supposed dead son is alive? Will he be able to forgive him or turn into another enemy? Hicstrid with hints of Hicami.**

**Rate: T (for a bit of violence in the future) **

**The cover is a drawing I made, this and other drawings are one my DA account, the link is in my profile.**

**I also made drawings of Camicazi as she appears in this story, it's in my DA page. **

**Enjoy and Review! :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Prologue<strong>

"I am so... Leaving!" Hiccup said putting the basket full of fish for Toothless on the ground "You and I are going to take a vacation. Forever." The black cat looking dragon turned his head in confusion, as if trying to understand his human.

The boy opened the basked and pushed it down splattering the contents that were soon eaten by Toothless.

_But, maybe going away is the only option I've got. I mean, I've never really fit in anyway. And they want me to actually fight a Nightmare, for Thor's sake! I couldn't kill to save my life. And, by the way, I wouldn't._ Hiccup debated with himself, then he stood up and began pacing aimlessly through the cove around eagerly eating the dark dragon. _However, at the same time, Berk is my home. It always has been. Despite everything, every bullying incident, I still like this place. _

He looked at his friend happily swallowing all the fish he brought, and the dragon was almost finished eating. Deep down, all Hiccup wanted was a peaceful place, where he wouldn't have to worry for his friend's safety and acceptance, a place where dragons and humans could live together. A place where he could feel safe and be himself instead of being something he wasn't in order for people to accept him.

He sighed as he realized that place was not Berk. But at the same time, he didn't really want to leave. It was his home, after all. He had to make a decision, tonight. Facing the Nightmare was not an option.

Trailing off a bit more without paying attention, he tripped over a stone and fell straight down to the ground, but not without trying to stay on his feet by holding desperately to a rock beside him, though it only made things worse because he cut his hand during the process.

Toothless heard the noise and stopped eating for a minute to look at his human companion, but since he wasn't in any mortal danger, the dragon turned back to what was more important: his fish. The boy noticed and looked at his friend with a raised eyebrow.

"Thanks for nothing, you useless reptile." Hiccup joked in a sarcastic tone more to himself than Toothless.

The sharp stinging pain in his right hand made him turn his attention from the dragon and back to the cut. It wasn't deep or very large, it just bothered him. A lot. He didn't notice, however, that he had left a small trail of blood on the rock. What Hiccup did notice was that he managed to rip a bit of his shirt as well, probably when he fell. A piece of the green fabric was held on a fallen branch nearby, the same Toothless took to draw the other day, but now it was just sitting around, ready to ruin his shirt.

_Oh, great. The Gods must really hate me. _Hiccup thought to himself sarcastically._ I must be the clumsiest living being on this whole damn island! _

The boy quickly grabbed the piece of green fabric from the branch and pressed it against the cut, catching the blood that was draining out of it. Soon it stopped bleeding and Hiccup let go of the piece, forgetting it entirely in the next moment. He decided to go back and change his clothes; he wanted to fly at night anyway, so he wouldn't risk being spotted on Toothless.

When the boy turned back to the village, he took a little longer, appreciating the view with a nostalgic feeling growing inside him.

Hiccup entered his house and went up to his room, took off his vest and the ripped shirt to put on a new one with a darker green fabric. Still lost in thoughts, he suddenly found himself preparing a satchel with journals and another with clothes and furs. He sighed and put both under his bed. He wasn't actually serious about leaving when he was speaking with Toothless, however, that joke was becoming an idea and the idea seemed to be turning into a possibility.

Yet, Berk was his home, surely. Albeit, wasn't a home supposed to be a place where you can feel safe, secure? A place to call your own. Somewhere one feels accepted, cherished and loved. It's different than the meaning of a house; home actually doesn't have to be a proper house, doesn't have to have four walls, or a roof. In fact, thinking about it that way, maybe Hiccup was starting to feel like the cove was more like a home than his own house. There, he could feel safe, at peace and accepted. He could be himself and that was fine.

The boy soon shrugged this thought off. _Great, I'm so worried that I'm going mad!_ He thought again putting on his vest over the new shirt. He jumped in surprise when he heard the front door open. Quickly walking down the stairs, Hiccup found his father, looking as proud as he ever could have been.

"Oh, there you are, son." Boomed Stoick "I haven't had the time to congratulate you today for beating the Gronckle, and, more importantly, being the best at Dragon Training and earning your rightful place in beating the Monstrous Nightmare."

"Yeah, about that…" Hiccup didn't have time to finish, and it wasn't like he was being listened to anyway.

"You have made me very proud, son. And the whole village is looking forward to your fight tomorrow."

"No, dad, listen. I really don't wanna do this…"

"Nonsense, every teen wants to have this honor." Stoick rolled his eyes, not believing and not actually hearing his son's desperate hidden plea. Little did Hiccup consciously know, but that was his last attempt to try to be heard by Stoick.

"Dad, I mean it. Besides, I don't even believe I can do this, really. I-I think I just got lucky in the ring. I don't think I could face a really dangerous dragon like the Monstrous Nightmare."

"But you were doing so great, Gobber told me so. You're gonna be fine against that devil as well."

"No. Dad. I know for a fact that's not happening. And I don't want to do that, please don't make me do it."

"No!" His voice so loud it echoed through the wooden walls. The room suddenly became even quieter as the boy flinched from surprise at Stoick's outburst "Stop this nonsense, Hiccup. You are going to be a Viking. A true Viking. You are going to be strong and brave. A good leader to the people of Berk. And you are going to kill the Nightmare; that's final."

Hiccup sighed deeply and his arms went limp against his puny body. He was never going to be everything his father wanted him to be, he knew that much. However, hearing him being so stern about his wishes and that he was just so harshly demanding hurt Hiccup. He knew his father loved him, or at least he was supposed to love him, but Hiccup wasn't accepted or heard. Hiccup watched his father go inside a room with his sad green eyes before turning around to leave the house.

The boy went to the forge, praying Gobber wouldn't be there, he didn't want to explain anything to anyone. He sighed in relief when he saw it was empty. Grabbing another satchel, Hiccup collected his tools, if he was really going to run away, he'd need them. He only got the essentials, being careful to not put too much weight on his best friend's back. He was lucky until now that on his way no villager had tried to stop him and that he didn't bump in the other teenagers. But of course, it was Hiccup. Something was bound to happen and swipe away the tiny bit of luck he was having so far.

"HICCUP!" The angry yell made him freeze "I've been looking for you over this whole damn island. No one gets as good as you do, especially you. Now tell me how you did that trick in the arena, you don't deserve to kill the Nightmare and you know it!"

Astrid blasted at him holding her favorite axe in her right hand. She was mad, maybe even enraged. But you couldn't really blame her, she always dreamed about being first in Dragon Training, in beating all the dragons, and in killing them. She trained hard everyday since she was very young, however, a clumsy runt of a boy, who was obviously cheating, was taking away the honor she desired so much. She couldn't let that happen.

"There were no tricks" He squeaked nervously. _Oh, for Thor's sake, I'm a terrible liar!_ Hiccup thought as she raised an eyebrow in disbelief. "I guess I was just lucky. That's all. Actually, I think you'd be better against the Nightmare."

"Oh you little barrel of… What did you say?" She asked, confused.

"You heard me. You are smart and a fearless warrior. You're more suited for this, not me. I wanted you to get the Gronckle, but he went after me, and there was nothing I could do." _She just wanted a scratch under his chin, to be more accurate. _

"You really think that?"

"Of course."

"Thanks, I guess." She said putting her axe on her shoulder in a bold way. "Now all you have to do is make them change their minds." But she laughed; knowing Vikings were immensely stubborn and wouldn't allow it. Little did she know he had already tried to change Stoick's mind with no success. "Or you could just vanish so I could take your place. Yeah, that'd be a good idea."

She joked, not noticing Hiccup's reaction, as she turned around to leave. He wasn't sad or mad or anything. He was actually inspired.

_What are my options, really? Try to convince the Vikings that all the tradition of killing dragons is completely wrong and they are in fact kind creatures? Not very likely. Face the Nightmare and get killed on the process? Very likely to happen if I go. However, if I'm lucky, Toothless'd save me, if only he could get out of the cove by himself. Or run away from Berk, for real, once and for all. No turning back. _

He had thought about it, really he had. Hiccup just hadn't really go through all the available options, he was actually running away from deciding until then. What an irony, he was running away from running away. But that was the truth. He didn't want that, so he tried to ignore it by not analyzing what his options were. And the last one seemed to be the only one he could choose.

Besides, the whole village wouldn't miss him. Maybe Gobber, but he'd soon get another apprentice and forget about him with time. And maybe his father as well, but it wasn't like they used to talk much, so he'd probably just forget Hiccup ever existed, or so the boy thought. Soon people would probably just remember him when something stupid and careless happen, and they'd probably even forget he was ever good in dragon training.

All in all, it'd be better for everyone if he'd just… leave.

"Oh, Hiccup, you're here." Gobber said walking in the forge. "Didn't see you around, decided to work, for a change?"

"Yeah, I'm just finishing that sword Sven asked for."

"Good, you always disappear after class, so there are a few things that are a bit delayed."

"I'm sure we can keep up." The boy said trying his hardest not to show he was lying and to not raise any suspicion. He looked at his friend and mentor since he was a small kid, remembering that Toothless's tail had only been able to be built because of the knowledge Gobber had the patience to teach him "By the way, Gobber, thank you. For everything."

"Wha are you talking, lad? It almost sounds like a farewell." The man chuckled "Yer're not gonna die in the arena, if that's what yer're afraid of. You got really good at defeating tha beast."

"Just felt like I needed to say it. Now, let me finish this sword, I still want to go for a walk before going to bed."

"You need to rest, tomorrow will be a big day."

"Yeah, I know, Gobber. I know."

Hiccup left Berk at midnight, covered by the darkness of night while everyone else was sleeping. He looked at the village from the skies. The place he used to call home. His heart sank, it was a difficult choice, but he did it nonetheless. With a movement on his pedal, the prosthetic tailfin responded immediately and they turned around so Berk was soon left behind.

* * *

><p><strong>Please don't forget to leave a review on you way out! It will only take you one or two minutes, but it will make me happy until the end of the day! <strong>
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	2. New beginnings
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* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1<strong>

**New beginnings**

"Here it is, bud." Hiccup said and Toothless crooned in response. "This is Berk." The now young man whispered more to himself than to his best friend. "Five years have passed, and this place is still beautiful. I wonder how my father is doing. He is probably still strong and, well, stoic. I wonder if he misses me, bud. And Gobber as well. Sometimes I wish I had said goodbye back then."

They flew under the cover of the night, hidden by the darkness. It was probably around midnight, and the moon was in its new phase, which only made the night even darker. The breeze was icy cold, just like always, however it wasn't uncomfortable for either Hiccup or Toothless.

The young man looked down, the village was just like it had always been, almost like it was frozen in time. But he wondered if things had changed much since his departure. Hiccup usually didn't think much about the small village he had grown up in, though he thought about his father and Gobber once in a while. He also didn't come to Berk very often. But today was special. It had been exactly five years since he had decided to leave.

"Do you think my father resents me for running away? He probably doesn't even want to see me anymore. Maybe he even hates me, and the other teens are most likely ashamed of me…" He trailed off with sadness in his voice. A soft croon came from beneath him and he felt Toothless soothing him from his sorrow. Hiccup hadn't regretted his choice. It was the right thing to do, or at least, that is what he told himself.

The truth was that a little part of him was still somehow attached to this village. Maybe it was because what was left of his family was there and alive, and he wondered how they were. Or maybe it was just because of his past, the first 15 years of his life was spent there, after all. Sometimes he thought that if the people he knew from there were dead then he wouldn't feel so connected to this place. Whatever the reason was he shrugged it off and petted Toothless on his neck, getting the dragon's attention.

"Okay, bud, too many memories for one night, right? Let's go back home."

The Night Fury screeched with happiness and turned around in a dramatic way. They flew a little bit, doing tricks, and turns and just enjoying themselves, the sky was a special place for them both, their safe haven, where no one could get to or hurt them. No one was better or faster than them up in the sky. They were stronger together than they could have ever dreamed to be when they were apart.

And it is because of the feeling of strength and freedom that made them love to fly at night, trying new stuff. Sometimes, Hiccup would just free fall until he was very close to the ground, getting back into Toothless's saddle in the last possible moment before hitting the ground. Or they'd fly side by side as well with the new flying gear he made for himself. Sometimes they'd fly around sea stacks; he even tried to jump over a few of them. The greater the danger, the more interesting the maneuver was, and for them, no challenge was too big or risky. The adrenaline rush was simply amazing and made it all even more appealing.

However, it was a long way home, so they stopped on a very small island later that night, in order to rest and regain their strength to fly the next day.

Meanwhile, on Berk, the day was just beginning. Some fishermen were just returning, some were sailing, and others were preparing to sell what they had caught. The bread making Vikings were starting their breads and soon the whole village was wide awake and doing their jobs.

Gobber entered his forge, his empty forge, and sighed deeply. How he missed his scrawny little apprentice coming in early each morning. It took him a few years before he could accept another apprentice, and even so, no one seemed to be half as good as Hiccup was.

Hiccup was smart and patient, he could craft wonderful weaponry and contraptions that Gobber would probably never understand. He still kept a few of his sketches in the back of the forge, where Hiccup used to be when he wasn't making any weapons. He never really understood what the boy had meant to do with those sketches, but he kept them anyway just to have something from him.

The blacksmith was so lost in thought that he barely noticed Fishlegs enter and begin doing his routine, starting with sharpening the weapons costumers left the other day. The young man greeted his mentor, though he was not heard.

"No, Fishlegs." Gobber scolded "That's not the way you're supposed to do that, I told you the right way to angle the sword to get it nicely sharpened. How many times do I have to teach you the same thing?"

"Sorry, Gobber, I thought it was right."

"But it is not. I only had to show it once for…" The old warrior stopped himself in midsentence.

"I know that, Gobber, you already told me. But you know what, I'm not Hiccup. He's gone, deal with it." It may sound harsh, and actually it was, but Fishlegs had had enough.

He was never the perfect Viking like Snotlout, though he wasn't nearly as bullied as Hiccup was because he was big, bulky and strong. However, Fishlegs wasn't very coordinated and good at sports like the other Viking teens, so he felt a little out of place, thus, he was inclined to help Gobber at the forge. He thought it'd be something easy, after all, Hiccup used to do it. His hopes were soon crushed when he was yelled at countless times a day as Goober compared him to the scrawny boy, and how he was better than him. That was actually the reason why Gobber had never kept an apprentice for more than a week, in fact, Fishlegs was doing quite well, managing almost two months until now.

The blacksmith turned to look away at his apprentice's outburst. He knew he was right, though it hurt nonetheless.

"I-I'm sorry, Gobber, I didn't mean it like that…"

"Yes, you did, lad. But I don't blame you for it. It's been five years already, I know I have to stop comparing you to him, and it's not actually fair, I mean, Hiccup used to sit in the corner of the forge watching me work when he was old enough to be left here. Since Stoick was always too busy being a chief and Valka died in a dragon raid when he was still a baby. I got attached to him over the years and showed him how to make everything up when he was barely out of his diapers." Gobber let out in a sad voice. "Just keep sharpening the right way I showed you, I'll be back soon."

Fishlegs nodded at him as he turned and left to clear his head. He stopped at the cliff and looked over the horizon, just ocean as far as the eyes could see. The breeze burst in his face and he was about to go back to his work when he saw boats coming closer, he was not alarmed because he saw the Berk crest on them. It was probably Stoick and his men returning from another quest. He decided to greet them and went down to the docks just in time.

"So, did you find it this time?"

"Not even close." Said a very angry Stoick "That devil is extremely hard to find and is more slippery than anything I have ever seen, it's hard to get a trail of it, making that thing almost impossible to find, but I will for sure, mark my words."

Gobber sighed sadly as he helped his old friend get off of the ship that had just docked. They began walking in the direction of the village, away from the docks.

"Stoick, maybe it's time to let go." It was hard for the blacksmith to say it, for it was not something he wanted to do either. But time passed and he saw that this quest was turning his brother in arms into someone he was barely recognizing anymore.

The red haired man stopped and turned to his old friend with eyes cold as ice. His voice came out deep and raspy.

"Never. That devil took what was most precious to me. The only thing I had left that was more important than anything else I had. I'm going to find it, and I'm going to kill it."

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 1<strong>

"HICCUP!" Astrid's voice echoed through the trees "Hiccup, Where are you? Get your ass back here right this instant! I'm not mad anymore but I'm about to be again. Everyone is waiting to see your final exam!" She kept shouting, and then, she got worried, he wasn't stupid to deliberately hide, right? "I was kidding about the vanishing thing, really! I'd like to kill the dragon, but I can wait a little longer, I mean it! You admitting I'm better was enough!"

Her yells had no answer, nothing but the quietness of the forest. Astrid had been looking for Hiccup for about two hours now, and she knew he used to come around this place; she did almost catch him once. He was supposed to enter the arena at least seven hours ago, and now the sun had nearly set. Sure he had this weird habit of disappearing for long periods of time, but it was never like this and never from something so important.

At first, the people only thought he was a bit nervous and anxious to kill his first dragon. A few hours later, people started to ask if they had actually seen the boy, it turned out, the last time anyone saw him was the night before. And then Stoick started to get worried, as well as Gobber, though they tried not to show it. A few hours later, she began worrying herself, and that was when she decided to look for him somewhere near the place she lost track of him in the woods.

Astrid was about to give up and turn back when she spotted a hole on the ground. Getting closer, the hole turned out to be a cove; a beautiful, relaxing and kinda eerie cove. Curious, she decided to go down there, through a narrow rocky trail. She was surprised to find a shield trapped between two rocks. Getting down, the girl soon passed through it, not really paying attention to why that object was there. She looked around, the place was empty.

"Nice place to be, though." She spoke to no one in particular. "Maybe I could just lay here and relax once in a while. Maybe this is the place Hiccup goes when he disappears."

Then, something caught her attention. The girl kneeled down and carefully grabbed a small black thing from the forest floor. She analyzed it for a moment. It took a few seconds to realize it was a scale, a dragon scale. But she had never seen a dragon so dark before. Her mind tried to go from cover to cover of the Dragon manual she had only read once. She was sure there was no dragon with black scales in there.

She looked for more of them, maybe she could find one of a different color and just go with the theory that this one in particular happened to be from a dragon that had a part of its body in black. It was rare, but she had seen a Monstrous Nightmare with red, yellow and a bit of black once.

However, she only found a few more of the pure pitch-black scales and something that made her freeze. Her hand trembled as she carefully reached it out to grab something else from the ground. A torn up piece of light green fabric, stained with dark red blood. Astrid gulped as she realized it was exactly the same kind of fabric from the shirts Hiccup wore every day.

She quickly covered her mouth, she wasn't going to yell, she just had to do it, maybe to contain a yelp from coming out. But nothing came. She was just too surprised and terrified. Her eyes soon found something else to add to her terror; a small trail of blood on a rock. She imagined the worst scenario possible, even though she didn't want to picture it.

It was Hiccup's, she knew that, for sure. And now it was all falling into place. She remembered the boy saying he had hit a Night Fury, the Vikings most feared dragon. No one knew what it looked like, but if she had to guess, she'd say it was a dark color, since it was so hard to see one at night. Maybe, even as dark as the scales she just found.

And if he really did hit the beast, there was a possibility it was recovering and waiting for the right moment to strike at the first victim it could find, which had happened to be a small ordinary boy wearing a light green shirt. Maybe, the beast killed him, mercilessly and just flew away, leaving behind only a few fallen scales, traces of blood from a probably desperate boy trying to flee, and a torn up piece of cloth also stained with blood. Astrid was horrified.

Tears slowly wet her eyes. Sure, Hiccup was not Astrid's favorite person, but she never hated him, she never mocked him or bullied him like the others did. In fact, she didn't really like the way they used to do that to the poor clumsy boy. So she just ignored him. And yes, he pissed her off sometimes, but he was a fellow Viking and Hooligan in the end. And now, he was gone.

She blamed herself; because the truth was that a small part of her (a really tiny part, but a part nonetheless) had actually wished that he'd just vanish. She did indeed. An irritating phrase was rumbling in her mind, almost piercing through her ears and echoing in a provocative way "Be careful what you wish for".

Her mouth was agape, but she couldn't make any word come out, and even if she could, she wouldn't know what to say. Hiccup was dead by now, and it was her fault for wishing it. For pushing him away. For being envious.

She pulled herself together and ran back to the village. She had to tell Stoick. As Astrid got closer and closer to the village, her pace began to slow. It was going to be hard to tell the Chief that he lost his heir, but she had to do so.

"Oh hey, Astrid, did you find Hiccup?" Gobber asked. She opened her mouth to speak, but no sound came out of it. She inhaled deeply and gathered the courage she needed, then, she looked at Stoic, right beside Gobber.

"No." She finally found her voice. "I only found this."

Her shaking hands showed Stoick and Gobber what she was holding, which was the torn up bloody piece of shirt she found and some pitch-black dragon scales. Both men immediately recognized the fabric. Stoick grabbed Astrid's shoulder, and she could see the despair in the Chief's eyes.

"_Where_ did you find it?"

Astrid showed them the cove. They stood there, terrified and with no reaction. Mouths agape. Stoick then asked them to leave him alone for a moment. It wasn't like the girl could stand being there any longer. Gobber gulped and turned away with difficulty, trying to hide a tear escaping stubbornly through his eyes. She soon returned to the village, still feeling guilty, and the blacksmith trudged off around the trees of the forest, struggling to go back to that forge he knew would be empty and lonely.

And for the first time in so many years, Stoick cried. He hadn't done that since his beloved wife had been taken away during a dragon raid. He didn't care, though, if a strong man didn't cry, for he had lost his son, his only son. Hiccup was dead, and there was nothing he could do about it. He was killed by a black-scaled monster, probably, the offspring of lightning and death itself. There was only one thing left for him to do, which was hunt down and kill the beast with his own hands.

* * *
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><p><strong>Chapter 2<strong>

**Coming Back Home**

Hiccup woke up rather early the next day tucked under Toothless's right wing, where the morning light didn't reach. He had slept so well through the night even though he wasn't in a proper bed. Staying under Toothless's wing was warm, cozy, peaceful and dark, perfect for relaxing. So since he was thoroughly rested, he just got out of his improvised bed and stretched his arms and legs.

Toothless stirred and got more comfortable, still not opening his eyes. They had chosen quite a good spot for sleeping last night, it was well covered by trees, and a large rock blocked the wind that was so cold and strong that it felt like it could cut through one's skin.

"Lazy lizard," Hiccup mumbled jokingly to himself.

He began walking around to get a better look at the island on which they had landed. It was beautiful, reminding him of the other side of the Island of Berk, empty and greenish.

His stomach growled in hunger, but he'd wait for his friend to wake up to get his breakfast from a compartment of the saddle, and Toothless would get a few fish for himself before they started the long flight back to their island. They'd probably get there two or three hours after noon if they started flying in about an hour, Hiccup calculated.

It was when Hiccup was blithely looking at the endless horizon that he heard an unusual noise for a deserted island. Frowning, his eyebrows confused and curious, he followed the source of the noise. His blood went cold in surprise and shock as he saw what was going on. He hid behind a tree, praying to whatever God that would listen that he hadn't been spotted.

After a few seconds, Hiccup found the courage to look again. Down the beach, there were a few ships with men walking around. He had seen those men before, and he had recognized the crest on the ships as soon as he saw it. It was the Berserkers. Carefully, he walked closer to them with a desperate need to know why they were there. He hid behind each tree as he passed until he finally within earshot.

"You heard Dagur." A less dumb Berserker explained to a dumber one. "We're here to wait for the fleet to come back from the north."

"They were exploring new places for us to rule, right?" the dumber man asked, and Hiccup felt the urge to roll his eyes.

"Yeah. They'll be coming back shortly, so we'll gather up and go destroy those stupids once and for all. They might have dragons, but they'll never be able to win against the entire armada, we're over a hundred ships!"

Hiccup's eyes widened, he knew that there were a lot of them, and he knew there were more than the ones they had fought the last time, but that number was something he was definitely not expecting. He wanted to know more, he wanted to know when they'd be coming, however the worry overtook him. He tried to silently walk away, where he'd left Toothless, in order to get back to the place they call home as fast as possible and warn everyone about the coming threat.

But Hiccup was clumsy and, not being careful enough in his hurried worry, he stepped on a twig that broke with a clean sound that called the attention of the two men talking nearby. "Look what we have here", the less dumb one said. "Dagur will be pleased to see this."

With a quick movement, Hiccup withdrew his sword; luckily, he hadn't left it on Toothless's saddle like his helmet that had stayed by his best friend's side. They did the same and both started attacking. Over the years, Hiccup had gotten really good at sword fighting. He had trained extensively for almost five years and he discovered he was quite gifted in wielding a the sword once he realized what he'd been doing wrong in the first place.

The less dumb Berserker was swinging non-stop, fury boiling in his blood as he saw he wasn't able to scratch the skinny man. Hiccup was defending each assault perfectly. His mistake came in concentrating on only the more active Berserker and forgetting the other one. And when he realized that, it was a bit too late. Hiccup only survived by being an agile dodger. When the other blade was flying ferociously in his direction, he managed to jump to the left just in the last moment, swinging his own sword to help block the attack. He didn't get out of it unscathed, though. The sharp metal cut through the clothes and skin on his right side with ease, opening up a gash on his abdomen.

Hiccup didn't have time to notice the blood coming out of the cut, he had to keep dodging and swinging to stay alive. Thanks to the adrenaline, he barely felt the effects of the injury at that moment. He kept trying to defend himself from the two experienced Berserkers, when help finally came his way as a purplish blow hit the enemy sword, sending it far away. The two Berserkers looked at the blow's source to find a very angry Night Fury, who probably heard the clanging of the fight and came running to find his human.

Swiftly, Hiccup managed to get away from the two Berserkers to mount Toothless so they could take off. The dragon saw his human was injured, immediately got concerned and considered flying to safety, however, he felt his neck being petted, and knew Hiccup was calling his attention.

"Not yet, bud. We need to make a mess around here first." The dragon nodded in understanding and turned his body to make a tight spin.

The Berserkers yelled in surprise and fear to see the mighty Night Fury in broad day light approach their direction at such an impossible speed. The fame of the dragon's aim had a reason: he never missed. It wasn't different now as he precisely blasted the ship directly in the meddles Some sank, others didn't, but they all turned out to be in no condition to be used.

The Berserkers were stranded on that island. Hiccup could only hope it would at least delay them for a few days. Toothless didn't attack anyone directly, for he didn't like to kill people anymore, and would only do that if there were no other choice.

As they flew out of peril, the adrenaline slowly vanished from Hiccup's system and he started to feel the effects of the bloody gash. It wasn't as deep as it looked, thankfully, but it wasn't just a paper cut either. The pain was increasing and it was getting harder and harder to concentrate on keeping the flight steady. They could have landed, Toothless actually wanted to, so his human could take care of that, but Hiccup decided not to. He wanted, no, needed, to warn their friends. An armada with 100 ships – even if they did blow up a few of them – was not something to take lightly.

Toothless was a fast dragon, actually, the fastest they knew of, he sped as quickly as he could to return to the place they now call home, so Hiccup could be taken care of, before it was too late. The dragon's worry pushed him to his limits as he flapped his wings rapidly, and both he and his rider felt immense relief when the island and the shape of the houses finally came into sight. It was already noon and the sun was shining brightly.

"Hey, you're already back! I thought for sure I'd get here before you!" A very well-known voice came from behind Hiccup. He looked back for a second to see Camicazi on her dragon approaching them, making the flight rather unsteady for a second as he twisted his head to see her.

"Hey…" His voice came out rusty and low, she could barely hear him with the wind blowing in her ears.

"Slow down a bit, it's not a competition, a Changewing can't keep up to a Night Fury, no need to show off, you know." She joked, flying closer to the black dragon from the left side. "Toothless seems tired…" She noticed. "Are you okay, Hiccup? You look like a mess." Her question came after looking more carefully at him; it took a few seconds for her to understand something was really wrong.

"I'm… fine…" He was panting, she was sure of it. Camicazi looked more intently as her Changewing approached as close as it could get to the Night Fury. Only then, could she see his right hand holding the side of his belly.

"Hiccup, I know you're not fine, what's going on… Oh my Gods, is that blood?"

"Yeah…" He said in a guilty tone of voice.

"Hiccup! What the hell have you been doing! What happened to you? Where were you?"

"I don't have time for that now." They were finally landing, and Hiccup knew he wouldn't be able to stay awake for much longer, he didn't come all this way to weaken now, he had to tell someone what he just discovered. "The Berserkers, they are planning to strike again!"

"What? But that's not a problem, we can take care of them, we kicked Dagur's butt the last time he tried something!" The young strawberry blond woman replied, "I'm worried about you, Hiccup, you look pale!"

People spotted them from the ground and waved in greeting, unaware of the problems or their conversation. Soon, the black dragon landed on the green forest floor. Hiccup dismounted and stood up to face Camicazi who practically jumped off of her Changewing to run in his direction as soon as they landed. The young man inhaled deeply, feeling difficulty breathing. Toothless was behind him, ready to help to break his human's imminent fall.

"No! Pay attention!" Hiccup grabbed her right arm with his clean left hand, the other one was bloody and still holding the gash to prevent the red liquid from coming out. Part of his gesture was because he could barely stand still and part of it was to make sure she'd listen to him. "I heard them. Last time wasn't for real, I think they were only testing or fooling us! They're coming with an entire armada of over a 100 ships! I don't know if we can take them down with that many and we need to get ready! We need to… do something…"

And then he just couldn't take it anymore, his body gave up and he felt his knees weakening as he started to fall on the ground. She held him as best as she could to help make his fall smooth, she wished she could stop him from hitting the ground, but even though he was thin, he was taller than her and at least as heavy. Toothless did what he could to help her hold him with his snout.

Hiccup fainted and the last thing he heard before losing consciousness completely was Camicazi's voice yelling for help.

Meanwhile, back on the island where the Berserkers were stranded, their leader shouted insults and hit everyone that crossed his path in order to let out his frustrations. How could a single dragon cause so much destruction in merely a few seconds while all of his warriors looked like sitting ducks, unable to do anything? How could they take on them and their dragons if just one could make such a mess?

"Dagur, we need to speak to you, sir."

"YOU. You are the idiots that let them escape in the first place! Tell me why I shouldn't just chop your heads off!"

"He might have escaped, sir, but we have a good news." The less dumb Berserker said, "We managed to hurt him."

"Very badly," the other one added, "I cut him right on the abdomen, he was bleeding a lot, it was a very nasty cut."

It wasn't totally true, Hiccup was hurt, but it was not that serious, though the two desperate Berserkers would do anything to be somehow rewarded after letting him escape.

"Really?" Dagur asked and they nodded fiercely. "Well, there might be hope for us yet if their leader is injured, it will be harder for them to defend themselves…" And then, Dagur grinned evilly before laughing hysterically.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 2<strong>

Hiccup thought it should have been easier to run away. It wasn't about missing his family and the place he called home for over 15 years. It was about doing what he had to do to survive. Hiccup had to learn to hunt, fish and cook his own food. And it wasn't easy. Sure, he had Toothless's help, but it was definitely not the same as before.

He didn't regret his decision, though, for he felt less lonely the past few months than any day he was on Berk, being bullied and laughed at around every corner he turned. Because he took empty journals with him, Hiccup started to study the dragons. They were always a bit withdrawn at first, but seeing how gentle the boy was and how protective the Night Fury was towards the human, the dragons soon accepted his presence and eventually, his touch. Soon, any dragon that would come near the pair would already know the human boy was not a threat and would approach peacefully.

Over the months, he discovered tons of new things about each dragon, and even though the same species had similar personality traits, each one was a little different from the others, they were all different in some way and it amazed him. The more he got to know about them, the more eager to learn he'd been.

However, no discovery would be more impressive and scary than the one he had the night he left Berk. He almost turned around to tell his father and the villagers, but then, he remembered that he'd not be heard. It was the truth about the Dragons' nest. There was an indescribably huge monster; its eyes were probably as big as Hiccup's body, though he couldn't be sure because he didn't stay there long enough to look at it. He could just remember the horror of almost being swallowed whole; the same fate that befell an unfortunate Gronckle.

Hiccup and Toothless went back there once more because the boy wanted to see if that thing had any weaknesses, he wanted to destroy the queen to free the dragons and he knew he had the Night Fury's support and approval. He just didn't know how, yet. He supposed that maybe its insides wouldn't be fire proof, like he had discovered days before in a quarrel between Toothless and a terrible terror. But what could he do with this, really? That monster was the size of a mountain, for Thor's sake!

He decided to call that monstrosity of a dragon queen the "Red Death", because of the red spikes that covered the monster from head to tail. Besides, it kinda suited the queen, anyway. And the second time they visited the Red Death, they barely escaped. A few stones fell in their path, because of the huge queen, stirring on that tiny spot, eager to reach them with her massive jaws. And she almost did, if Toothless had been any slower, they would have turned into her supper. One of her sharp teeth managed to cut through the black dragon's scaly tail, the stones that fell hit Hiccup, and it was only a stroke of luck that he didn't fall unconscious.

After that, he decided to study the other dragons again until he could try to explore the Red Death a bit more safely. If that was even possible.

During the months in the wild, he also had non-dragon related problems, a few people spotted them once or twice. And they obviously were revolted at seeing the boy by the dragon's side, so they attacked. Luckily, a Night Fury was always faster than any human, so when Hiccup mounted the dragon, they took off and disappeared in a heartbeat, leaving the men wondering if they even saw what they thought they had.

And soon, Hiccup began to feel the need for humans around him. Not just humans, he needed people to talk to, he missed working in a forge, and he missed a proper bed, even though he liked sleeping under Toothless's wing. Besides, he came up with new ideas for Toothless's saddle and tailfin that he just needed to try out.

That's when he made a decision to stop at a nearby village. On a cold, dark night, he stole a small, rarely used boat from Berk and Toothless pulled it to the village of the Bog Burglars.

Hiccup knew that they weren't completely merciless Vikings and they weren't unwelcoming to lonely travelers. Moreover, they were a tribe that wasn't really close to Berk. Not geographically speaking, but politically. Therefore, the possibility of being recognized wasn't very high, since the last time they saw a Bog Burglar was at least five years before, back then, he was only ten and they had stayed on Berk for such a short time. That tribe also didn't seem to attend the meetings of the tribes of the archipelago, or so he remembered Stoick saying.

He and Toothless found a small beach on the other side of the island so they could have a safe place to keep the dragon during the day, then, he entered the boat alone and turned it around the island to reach the docks.

"Hi. Good afternoon." His voice was a little nervous, but he managed to hide it, "I'm a traveler and I was wondering if I could speak to the chief for a moment…" Hiccup trailed off, not really knowing what to say.

"That'd be me." A tall, massive woman said getting closer. She was as wide as any other Viking and intimidating to the small teenage boy, who cleared his throat before continuing.

"Well, I'm a traveler, as I just said, and I need a place to stay for a few days, maybe weeks. I also need to use the forge a few times; my weaponry is in terrible state. I could do some blacksmithing works as a payment, I can craft some wonderful swords and axes."

"Well, we are in need of some assistance at the forge…" Bertha said thoughtfully, "Our blacksmith died in a raid a few months earlier and her apprentice is struggling to keep up with all the work. You can stay for as long as you need, boy but first, what is your name?"

"My name is Hic-Ric." He corrected himself with the first thing that crossed his mind. He couldn't say his name; it might blow everything up. "Ric Smith." And she raised an eyebrow as he gulped, wondering if his lying abilities got even worse during the months without much human contact.

"Ric Smith, the traveler blacksmith." She teased.

"Yeah… I know… Not really creative…" Hiccup mentally slapped himself.

"And where are you parents, Ric? You are a young boy, I don't think your parents just let you get on a boat and go."

"They used to travel with me, but they got killed, so I'm alone now." _It's not totally a lie._ He thought, trying to feel better at it, but failing miserably, it's not easy to try to earn people's trust when he was lying all the time. _I mean, my mother did die, my father, on the other hand is alive and well as far as I'm concerned, he just probably hates me for running away, but that's not the point._

"Oh…" She mumbled sadly, that was why he had said that; he knew people would stop asking questions about them, or, at least, the normal people.

"What a shame, what happened with them?" Asked a messy strawberry blond girl around his age, her big blue eyes filled with curiosity. Hiccup guessed she was fourteen, just a year younger than him.

"I'd rather not talk about it…"

"Camicazi, my daughter, don't be rude." Bertha scolded impatiently. "Now, Ric, come with me, I'll show you around."

"Ric? Is that your name? It that really a name or just a nickname? How long have you been traveling? Where did you learn blacksmithing?"

She kept asking questions Hiccup definitely didn't want to answer. He sighed heavily as he walked behind Bertha, being followed by a very curious messy haired girl.

Hiccup was rather annoyed by the girl. She just wouldn't leave him alone! And she kept asking questions after question! But at the same time, he kinda liked the girl's presence, it was weird and maybe even masochistic, but he did nonetheless.

She was fun and full of energy, and she actually didn't look down at him, like everybody else his age on Berk, with the exception of the time he was doing good at dragon training. Camicazi didn't bully him, or laugh at him and Hiccup found himself pleased with that kind of change. It was just difficult to take Toothless food when he was being followed almost everywhere. But he managed somehow during that busy week.

Hiccup usually worked at the forge in the mornings, while the other apprentice, took the afternoon shift. She was about five years older than him, and she was not an apprentice anymore, since the other blacksmith died, but she wasn't nearly as good as Hiccup, and when she discovered that, out of pride or shame, she started avoiding him. By then, Hiccup didn't know why she was doing it, and honestly, he didn't care or put much thought into it, since he actually liked to stay alone in there.

"Hey, Ric, what you're doing?" The already well-known voice of Camicazi echoed in the forge. He stopped to look at her with a confused expression.

"Working." It was his simple answer as he raised his hands in an unbelievable reaction. _Isn't it obvious?_ Hiccup thought ironically.

"Yeah, I know." She rolled her big blue eyes, "I meant what are you making?"

"It's a sword. For you mother, actually. Just thanking her for everything you've been doing for me."

"Are you planning on staying a bit longer?"

He stopped pounding the hot metal and shoved it under the cold water with the typical hissing sound before taking it out, then, he looked at her. There was something different in her voice, something unusual. It was almost like she asked that with sadness, but it couldn't be, could it? Did she want him to stay?

"Maybe, I don't really know yet where I'm going from here anyway, so I might stay for a few weeks, but that depends on your mother."

"Okay then." There was an awkward silence and he turned back to his job, heating the metal. "Ric, I already know you're good at making weapons, but are you also good at using them?"

He sighed. "Actually no. Not really." _I think I could kill myself if I try to swing a blind sword, but that's beside the point._ He thought sarcastically.

"Would you want to learn?"

"What?"

"I could teach you a bit of sword fighting, if you want to."

"I guess it would be nice." He wondered.

"Great. Then, meet me in the forest right behind my house, it's quiet and well-spaced. Come right after your lunch. Don't be late."

She said as she walked right out of the door. Hiccup shrugged and returned to his work. He did exactly as he was told; at noon, his shift ended, he ate his lunch quickly and made his way to the spot she said. Camicazi was already waiting for him.

"You're not too late, so I'll forgive you. Now, take this." She handed him a wooden sword.

"But it's not a real one."

"Obviously. I don't want you to get hurt too much during your first class."

"By the way, how do you know so much if you're just 14?"

"I'm 15, thank you very much. Even though I turned 15 like, three weeks ago. Anyway, I've been training since I was around five, and I'm one of the best sword fighters under 20 on this island. Believe me, you couldn't ask for a better teacher."

"Okay…"

He said reaching for the wooden object. Camicazi soon noticed that he was holding it in a weird way, like it didn't fit or that it was something weird in his hand. They started the lessons, Hiccup could dodge, that was alright, the problem was when he started swinging. He just couldn't coordinate his hand to do what he wanted or needed it to do.

After hours training under the shadow of the trees, he finally sat down, exhausted. He had been hit countless times by Camicazi's wooden sword he was hurt and panting, not knowing what was wrong with him, and the girl wasn't even sweating! As he sat, his sketchbook fell out of his furry vest, opening as it hit the floor.

"What is this?" She asked, curiously picking it up.

"Nothing." His cheeks got red from embarrassment as he tried to take it from her.

"Is it a Nadder? It's beautiful. You're a good drawer. And it's so detailed, how close you were to the beast? Didn't it attack you or something?"

"No, I guess it didn't see me…" It was a lie, but he hoped she wouldn't notice, after all, he got close enough to scratch the dragon and for it to nudge him once or twice, but he couldn't say that.

"There are other dragon drawings here as well, I see a Gronckle, a Nightmare, is that a Changewing?" She kept turning the pages curiously and he stood up again nervously.

"Yes, it is."

He said grabbing the sketchbook away from her before she got to the part of Toothless's drawings. How could he explain how he had survived seeing and getting close to the 'unholy offspring of lightning and death itself'? He looked at the page and noticed it was unfinished, just a few more strokes to make it perfect. Not resisting the impulse to finish it, he sat down again and pulled a pencil out of his vest. Camicazi sat beside him, watching the lines carefully appear in all the right places. Until, she suddenly realized something important.

"You're using the left hand now."

"Yeah. I always do. When I use the right one, the drawing looks like it was made by a three year old kid who was trying to make the worst thing it ever could have dreamed of…"

"No, what I meant is that you were using the right hand on the training."

"So were you."

"Gee, are you stupid or what? You're left handed! You should have used the left one! Why didn't you?" Then the obvious truth hit him like a rock thrown by a Gronckle.

"I don't know. It's weird, I guess. I haven't seen anyone using the left hand…"

"Well, I did. There's this warrior, Hilda, she used to use the right one, though when a dragon took it off in a raid, she started using the left one. It was hard at first, really, she almost gave up a few times, but then she got better. The thing is, you're supposed to be better with your dominant hand, but you can actually try to use both. Tomorrow we'll train with you using the left. Now, I gotta go."

So she stood up and ran to wherever she had to do. Hiccup stayed there for a while, he finished the drawing and slowly walked to the market place to buy some fish for Toothless, feeling all his muscles starting to hurt from the exercise.

Later that evening, Camicazi entered her house and found her mother relaxing by the fire. As always, the weather was cold and the wind was blowing outside, but inside it was warm and cozy.

"You know, mom, that Ric guy seems to be a nice boy." Camicazi told Bertha, it'd been about a week since his arrival.

"Yes, indeed." The woman said drinking mead from the mug in her hands "I think he is a good hearted boy, however, there's something about him that bugs me that I just can't put my fingers on…"

"What do you mean, mom?" Camicazi asked, confused.

She agreed that there was something about him, though it probably was not the same thing her mother was saying. It was something that made the girl's heart skip a beat. She didn't know what it was, though. It could be the freckles on his cheeks, or maybe the flowing auburn hair he always had to push away from his dazzling green eyes.

"Well, he's a good boy, he's polite and kind, which is really rare for a Viking or someone who lives around Vikings. He also works very well at the forge. But I feel like he's hiding something." And all that mystery only made the boy even more appealing in the young girl's eyes.

"I don't know about that, but he's been here for a week already, right? Would you let him stay a little longer?"

Bertha stopped drinking to notice the sparkles in her daughter's eyes. How could she say no?

"If he keeps doing a wonderful job, he can stay for as long as he wants."

"Thanks! He'll be pleased to know! I think I shall tell him right away!"

And the girl ran out of the warm house, searching for him, her blond hair swinging from side to side in her ponytail. She was a bit confused about what he mother told her, and as she curiously followed him carrying a big basket smelling like fish, she'd have never guessed that she was about to discover just how much he was hiding.

* * *
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><p><strong>Chapter 3<strong>

**Mysteries to solve**

Stoick sat at the table and began eating his dinner. He sighed heavily to the empty house. He could only hear the sound of the fire snapping and the wood burning.

The chief knew Gobber was indeed right. Quests for the nest, quests for this Night Fury, all of them only made him and the people lose time and a few lives. It was all just useless. All for nothing.

He drank the mead from his mug and put it down again, the sound of it making contact with the wooden table seemed louder because of the infinite silence of the house. The house was just so silent, so empty, so... lonely. It was in times like this that his anger grew stronger. How could he ever think about not doing something even if it was useless? The dragons, those horrible beasts took everything away from him. His beloved wife, his precious son, and even his peace of mind. He knew he was about to go insane as well, so they would even take his sanity from him.

It was hard for him to stay inside that empty house for much longer, but it was getting a bit more bearable over the years. It had been so much harder at the beginning, and in the first days he actually hoped that his son would come home, sneaking in through the back door like he had done many times before. But Stoick knew he wouldn't this time. And it only made him angrier. It didn't matter how, but he was going to kill that Night Fury, no matter what.

"Dragons!" Some voices came from the outside. Stoick tossed his mostly empty plate to the side and stood up, grabbing his axe on the way out the door.

"How many dragons do we have tonight?" Stoick asked a villager.

"Actually, sir, it's not that many. Just about half a dozen or so…"

"What? You're kidding me, they've never raided us with that few before." The chief was confused by it, and even unconcerned.

Usually, there were about fifty or so per raid. So half a dozen was nothing compared to that. Well, fifty dragons and sometimes a Night Fury, though that one hadn't showed up again in five years. In fact, it had been years since a real raid happened. Sometimes some dragons would come and steal food, but it was nothing like before, when Hiccup was alive, and sometimes he wondered if his son caused as much damage to the village as the dragons. Even so, Stoick would give anything to have his son back, even damaging the village as before.

"Just about six? We can take care of them with an arm tied to our backs!" Gobber said, approaching the chief.

"No" The villager said, worried. "It's different this time. It's like they've gone mad, they're just attacking, they're not raiding. They're not after the food and they're strong and scary, actually. I've never seen them like that, Chief."

"They're just dragons."

Stoick replied going after a Monstrous Nightmare that had a random villager in its claws. The red bearded man slammed the dragon in the face, and the Nightmare turned to face him, pure fury turning its eyes red. The slits in them were so narrow that it could have frightened the chief if he wasn't Stoick the Vast.

He knew dragons would only go for the kill; they were merciless beasts, after all. But this one really had something different. It wasn't just defending itself and stealing food. It wanted blood, and lots of it. Stoick knew he could have died just then if it wasn't for his brother in arms helping him by advancing at the beast and slaying it. Or more accurately, trying to slay it, because, at the moment, the dragon dodged the blade of the axe, attached to his prosthetic.

The rage seemed to make the dragon stronger and madder, but it also made it more reckless. Astrid, one of the best shield-maidens on Berk soon came running to help them. She had never been scared by a dragon before, but the immense rage it was showing made her body shiver. It tried to bite her arms off and might have, if Stoick hadn't push her away in time.

Snotlout, another great warrior and now the heir to Berk's throne, threw a net over the mad dragon to try and stop him, but it was pointless, since the beast set himself on fire to get rid of all the ropes.

"Odin! If they were always like this, we wouldn't have lived here for seven generations!" Gobber muttered to himself, and then he noticed something odd.

The dragon's red scaled body had many scars. Some were old, others were new, but he had never seen so many on one dragon before, even the ones that they kept for training. It was like the poor creature had been tortured. Usually, Vikings would only kill or keep dragons for training, not torture, since it was beyond belief, and it was insane. Maybe the dragon just fought a lot with other dragons, that was all, it could happen, Gobber himself had seen some fighting before and causing scars on each other. All of the dragons attacking that night had scars; they could all be part of some kind of wild rebel pack or something.

Hours later, the village was torn upside down like after any other raid. Some buildings were on fire. The attack ended up with about twenty villagers hurt, but thankfully most of them had just light bruises on them. Two of the dragons had been killed while the other four managed to escape. Stoick wondered with a bit of fear if they might attack like that again, and he hoped that the mad dragons wouldn't raid Berk, or else the village might not survive.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 3<strong>

"Hey, bud, I'm back!" Hiccup said as he reached the spot he left Toothless. The black dragon was relaxing on the ground and as soon as he heard his human approaching, he stood up and went to find him. "Up for some night flying after dinner?"

With a sigh, he left the heavy basket on the ground, opening it so the dragon could feed himself. Hiccup didn't leave Toothless in a cove this time, the dragon was hiding inside a cavern they found, and the boy didn't worry anymore if the dragon would leave him, not only because he was flightless without his rider, but also because of the strong bond between them.

Toothless gave his signature goofy smile and started eagerly eating the fish on the ground. The dragon started moving his ears as he heard something approaching, it was the sound of steps. He immediately stopped eating to stare in the direction of the noise, growling menacingly.

"Oh my Gods, Ric, watch out, I think it is a Night Fury! Wait… were you just _talking _to it?" That was Camicazi's unmistakable voice. Hiccup turned to see the messy haired girl in total shock, staring at Toothless.

"Look, Camicazi, it's okay. He's not gonna hurt you."

She was too scared to stay there for any longer, so she turned around and broke into a run. He quickly told Toothless to stop her and the dragon obeyed as he jumped in front of the girl, who yelped in surprise. Surprise, not fear, because Bog Burglars never felt fear. She stepped back from the black-scaled dragon, who tried not to be scary when he realized she was not a threat.

"Camicazi, please, just listen to me, Toothless is not mean. He's my friend."

"But, Ric, it's a dragon! For Thor's sake!"

"He's just an overgrown cat when you get to know him." Hiccup got closer to Toothless to start scratching him, watching the dragon close his eyes with pleasure. She looked the dragon up and down a few times before she started to relax a bit.

"Okay, I admit he might not be as scary as he seemed at first."

"Camicazi, I need to tell you the truth about the dragons. I mean, I wasn't going to do that, but now since you've found out, I don't really any have other choice."

"The truth about dragons? What do you mean?"

"Dragons aren't what we think they are. They're kind, amazing creatures that can be really gentle once you get to know them. Once you gain their loyalty, there's nothing a dragon wouldn't do for you. Toothless has saved me countless times already."

"By the way, Toothless? Really? You named a Night Fury, Toothless? Or at least that's what I think his species is, since I've never seen a dragon like this before."

"Yes, he is. And the name is actually kind of a pun, show her, bud." The dragon opened his mouth and retracted his teeth.

"Wow, that's amazing!"

"That's not all. Come with me, I'm gonna show you the world from a dragon's perspective." He said, mounting Toothless and reaching his hand out for her. She carefully looked at both of them. She had barely accepted the idea of dragons not being murderous beasts and now he wanted her to _ride_ one? With him?

"You know what?" She asked frowning, "I think you're totally crazy, and you might have hit your head. But maybe, I did too because it seems totally thrilling!"

So, she jumped on Toothless, behind Hiccup, and the dragon was soon airborne. Camicazi was a little tense, holding the boy's waist tightly as they ascended. Then, she started to relax as she glanced at the world's beauty, mesmerized.

"It's all so wonderful." She said softly. "But, I don't understand, if they're not vicious, murdering creatures, why do they attack and raid us?"

"They defend themselves. They don't have any alternative, they have to raid and bring food to their island."

"You mean the nest? I know some tribes are desperate to find it. We're not raided as much because we're further away from Helheim's gate, how did you find it?"

"It was Toothless. There's something on their island, it's a dragon, huge as a mountain, and if the dragons don't bring enough food, it will eat them alive. I call it the Red Death. It's awful. I want to free the dragons from that horrible monster, though I don't yet know how."

"Ric, come on, a dragon the size of a mountain? It doesn't exist. And if all we need to do is kill a dragon, I could do it myself."

"I'll show you how easy it's gonna be in a moment…" he said sarcastically as he petted Toothless and told the dragon to go to the nest.

Camicazi had never been as scared in her life as in that brief moment she saw the Red Death's eyes. She could only stare at the creature that was big enough to give her nightmares. Really, she could never imagine something could be that immensely huge. She also couldn't get rid of the image of a poor Nadder being eaten by that dragon. No, that was not a dragon, it was a monster.

"That's horrible…" She trailed off, finally being able to breathe when they were far away from the nest. Her hands weren't shaking, but she had a tight grip on the boy's sleeves.

"Are you okay?" He asked, almost regretting showing her the truth, and a little scared himself, because they almost didn't get out of there alive. He was feeling guilty, if something had happened, it would have been his entirely his fault for not thinking it through beforehand. He should have known better, he had already almost died there, after all.

"No, but I'll be. Thanks." He raised an eyebrow, confused, and tried to turn behind him to look at her.

"For what?"

"For opening my eyes. I always wanted to be a good warrior, to kill dragons, but now I see things differently, suddenly, that's not enough anymore. Does it make sense to you?"

"I guess so. Yeah." He once wanted those things too. The glory of slaying a dragon. He hadn't wanted that since he befriended Toothless.

"I'm sorry for them, they have no choice. Either way they get killed, it's not fair."

He noticed her voice trembling a little, like she was about to cry, albeit she'd never admit she shed a tear.

"Yeah… Let's get back to the Bog Burglars' island, shall we?"

"Yes, please. By the way, Ric, you told me you wanted to get rid of that monster, how do you plan on doing that?"

"I'm not sure yet, I've been thinking about it and I've also searched for weak spots that monster might have, but I still don't have any idea."

"You're a clever boy, I know you will think of something. Let's tell my mother about it!"

"No!" He almost yelled, her island was coming into sight. "Look, I'm very thankful for everything, but I'm not ready for this, yet. What if she doesn't believe me? What if she wants to kill Toothless before I can convince her of the truth? He's my best friend, I'm not gonna put him in any kind of danger."

"Okay, then. If you insist, I'll keep it a secret, but just for a while."

"Thanks…" He said with relief. "Oh, and by the way, there's one more thing I need to tell you…" They landed on the same place they had taken off to the skies. Both humans dismounted and Hiccup petted Toothless behind his ears before the dragon went to eat the rest of the fish.

"There's _more_?"

"Yeah, well, I think you might as well know everything. My real name's not Ric Smith. I just told it was because I didn't want to be recognized. I'm Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, son of Stoick the Vast, chief of the Hooligan Tribe. I'm sorry for hiding who I really am…"

"That is unexpected… Did you run away because of Toothless? Were you scared of what they could do to him?"

"That too, but that's not the only reason I left. I like Berk, but that place is not right for me anymore, I'm trying to find where that is. I dreamed of a place where dragons and humans can live together, in peace. That's where I'd like to live and I'm still gonna find that place, somehow. Besides, we can't get separated, Toothless can't fly without me."

"What do you mean by that?"

The dragon showed her the tail with the prosthetic. "I shot him down when we met and he lost part of his tail fin in the process, so I built one for him, though it will only work when I'm controlling it. He needs me, and I need him. So we need a safe place to live together, and I'm gonna find it." Camicazi nodded.

"That place could be here, someday."

"Maybe. But let's take it one step at a time, okay?"

"Yeah, yeah… Well, it's getting late, I shall go back now. Oh, and I almost forgot, my mother said that you don't have to hurry to go away, she said that if you keep doing your great work at the forge, you can stay for as long as you want. Isn't it great, Hiccup?"

"Yes. Thank you, but please keep calling me Ric, I don't want people to find out who I am, I just told you because you're special and already found out the rest of it." He ran his hands nervously through his auburn hair. "I'm gonna sleep around here with Toothless, so if you need me, you know where to find me."

"Good night, _Ric_." She corrected herself and kissed him lightly on the cheek before turning and running away with her messy hair flowing from side to side in her ponytail.

Hiccup turned to his friend happily eating, thinking on how tired he was and how he'd just eat one of the fish he brought for himself, heating it on a bonfire he'd ask Toothless to light up for him. That is until he heard Camicazi's voice again.

"Hiccup, I mean, Ric, I think you should see this." He sighed heavily and followed her. Not far from where they were, there was a small purple dragon, a terrible terror, to be exact.

The little dragon growled and backed away, reaching a tree behind him, or better, her, it was a female terrible terror. She was scared and trying to get away from them. Hiccup kneeled down and tried to soothe the frightened dragon. When he got closer, he noticed why she didn't fly away as he expected: she was hurt. Her right wing was bent in a weird and painful looking angle.

"The wing is broken, she probably fell around here." Camicazi wondered and he nodded.

"Hey girl, don't be afraid, we're not gonna hurt you." He said gently as he pulled a fish out of his sack, he was going to eat it, but he could always grab another one later, and he wasn't that hungry anyway. "You must be hungry, right? Here, eat this." The tiny dragon smelled it and began eating quickly; it had been days that she was wandering around, hurt and hungry.

"What are we gonna do about her wing?"

"We're gonna fix it. Stay with her for a minute, I'm gonna go get some stuff to make it right." He had bought first aid supplies earlier that week, if he or Toothless needed it, so he got them and went back.

The purple dragon kept sniffing both humans, finding the scent of a dragon, but not of dragon's blood, so she relaxed a little.

"Okay, girl, this might sting a little, but I swear in a few days your wing will be fine and you'll be able to fly again."

"Why do you keep talking to her? She's an animal."

"I know, but they can understand us, somehow. I've spent some months around them and I don't really know how to explain it, but they do understand. It's different than when we try to talk to a sheep or other animal. They're intelligent creatures."

"If you say so…" Camicazi mumbled as she observed him put the wing in the right place as carefully as he could, and then wrap a splint around it to keep it in place. He barely winced when the small dragon bit his hands because of the pain. It wasn't because the dragon wanted to hurt him, he knew it. She just did it as a reflex, an instinct. She was hurt, and therefore more vulnerable, right now, so everything seemed like a threat to her.

"Okay, little girl. You are going to be just fine." He said as he left her on the forest floor, rubbing the sore spot where she bit him. "I think you should take her home."

"What? You're kidding right? My mom will kill her on sight."

"Not if she doesn't see her."

"Why doesn't she stay with Toothless?"

"Toothless is a lonely dragon, he doesn't really relate that well at first, so she might get startled and she needs to rest a lot for her wing to heal properly. She needs a quiet, cozy place where she can relax and where she can be watched, so we can monitor her recovery and take the splint off at the right moment."

"Fine. I'll do it. But if my mom sees her, I'll blame you."

Camicazi grabbed the small dragon, that cuddled in her arms, and walked back home. It was going to be a long night, but she actually found herself pretty cheerful with the situation, liking the feeling of having that warm, cute creature in her arms.

Fifteen days passed since then. Camicazi managed to hide the purple dragon, and they introduced her to Toothless, who wasn't really open to her at first. But then he grew used to having her around. During the day, the dragon stayed with Camicazi and Toothless, in the afternoon, Hiccup joined them and both he and the girl trained at sword fighting, which he got much better once he started using his left hand. And during the night, the tiny dragon hid under Camicazi's bed.

Soon, the dragon's wing was healed.

"There. Let me see." Hiccup said taking the splint off. Slowly, the purple wing flapped up and down until she was airborne.

"But are you sure it's healed already? I mean, it's only been fifteen days."

"Sure. Dragons heal rather quickly. I remember one day I saw a nasty gash on a Gronckle, probably from an axe or sword. I helped him and within only five or six days, it was like he had never been cut at all."

"Oh…" She whispered softly.

Camicazi was getting used to the tiny dragon and didn't want her to leave. The purple terrible terror flew away and the girl sighed sadly, thinking she'd never see the dragon again, until, suddenly, she felt scaly skin touching her hand, nudging to call her attention. The dragon didn't want to leave her, either.

"Stormcloud, you came back for me!" the blond hugged the purple dragon happily.

"Stormcloud?" Hiccup asked, confused.

"Yes. It's the name I decided to give her. It's a strong name and it's better than Toothless." The black dragon glared at her, not liking that, before turning back to eat his fish. She turned to the black-scaled friend "You heard me, Night Fury. But it's not your fault, it's Hiccup's. I still like you, nonetheless."

"Thanks…" The boy said sarcastically, rolling his eyes.

"I was talking to the dragon." She said simply as he crossed his arms and sighed.

"Anyway, you're gonna keep her?"

"Yeah. I like her. She's my friend now, I can't just abandon her, you know. I just don't know yet how I'm going to tell my mother. Do you have a plan?"

"Maybe, but I don't know if it will work. For a while, let's just keep it the way it is."

She nodded in agreement, then, they began to train again.

Later that evening, Hiccup found Bertha looking at the teenagers around his age, training to fight against dragons. It was a slippery, angry Whispering Death, and Hiccup could barely stand looking at the dragon being hurt, however, there was not much he could do at the moment.

"Hello, Chief. Good evening."

"Hi, Ric. Want to see some young warriors in action?"

"Sorry, but actually, no. I'm not really fond of violence." He rubbed the back of his neck nervously, turning his eyes to look away from the scene. The teens weren't killing the dragon, they were defending themselves, but the more they attacked, the angrier the dragon got. "In fact, I wanted to talk to you."

"Really? About what?"

"I wanted to thank you for the hospitality, so I made you this."

He handed her the sword he'd been working on. The mighty woman grabbed it and looked at the fine craftsmanship with awe. It was the finest well-made sword she had ever seen. Sharpened enough to cut a finger just by touching it, perfectly balanced and with beautiful yet strong details on the handhold.

"It's a beautiful sword." She gasped.

"I'm glad you liked it."

"But why are you giving me this now? Are you planning on going away?" Weirdly, Bertha found herself a little sad at the thought of him going, she'd never guessed she'd get used to having him around and to actually want him on her island, maybe it was her daughter's influence on her.

"Not for now. Maybe someday, I just needed to give it to you, though."

She nodded and thanked him for the gift. There was an awkward silence for a moment. He dared to look in the arena and saw that they were throwing the Whispering Death inside a dungeon, it was quite like Berk, actually. The big looking woman was probably the teacher, and she was talking to the teenagers who fought bravely. He sighed sadly at the sight.

"Chief Bertha, May I ask you something odd?" The woman shrugged as if saying 'go ahead', so he continued. "What would you say if I told you dragons are not the ruthless, vicious, murdering creatures we think they are?"

She stared blankly at him for a moment before laughing out loud. He was afraid of that reaction. The people exited the arena and started to walk away.

"Oh, please boy, don't amuse me like that. Everybody knows they're mindless beasts who will kill you as soon as they can."

"What if I could prove to you it's not like that?"

"What do you mean, boy?"

Hiccup convinced Bertha to go down to the arena and open a cell, telling her that whatever happened, she could protect herself. She told him he was insane, that the dragon would kill him on the spot and he was so clumsy and skinny that he wouldn't be able to defend himself. But Hiccup was just too stubborn.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" She asked one more time.

"Yes. Open the door, please."

As she opened it, the same Whispering Death came zooming out of his cell, ready to attack the humans that would hurt him. Instead, he only found a small, frail looking boy, with no weapons. The dragon looked at him from head to toe, waiting for a blow, for a trap, anything. However, the human didn't move. Slowly, Hiccup raised his hands showing the dragon he wasn't there to hurt him.

Cautiously, the Whispering Death got closer and closer, studying the human. Bertha tensed as she saw the beast coming in the direction of that tiny weaponless boy. She reached for her new sword, but stopped when she watched the dragon close its eyes and slowly let its snout reach the boy's hands. Hiccup made soothing noises, to calm the scared dragon.

"I see you're hurt…" Hiccup slowly petted the dragon and said in a low, calming tone of voice. "I'm going to put something on you, it might sting a bit, but it will help you get better, I promise."

He reached for the medication he had on his satchel and put it on the dragon's gash. The Whispering Death got startled and almost attacked, but noticed that whatever he was doing, was diminishing the pain, so he stopped to let the boy continue.

Bertha was mesmerized, looking at the scene but not believing her eyes. Her mouth was agape and soon more and more people were gathering up around the arena, wondering what was happening and how he was doing it. The chief of the Bog Burglars didn't know what to do.

"Look. Bertha, the dragon is not attacking. All you have to do is be gentle with them and they'll do the same."

It took some time for the chief to accept that. She asked if that was a trick, everyone who saw that was thinking the same, until Camicazi speak in his favor and show all of the people and her own mother that he was being honest. Slowly, the Bog Burglars understood what he was trying to say and show them, but it didn't stop the raids from happening.

"But, Hiccup, what are you planning to do now?" Camicazi asked later that night, when everyone in the village was still astonished, both youngsters went into the woods. "That doesn't stop the raids, unless that wicked queen is destroyed… And no one will believe us about that giant monster."

"Yes, I know, and the dragons don't even like to eat farm animals, they like fish, try explaining that after a raid… The thing is, if the queen is destroyed, the dragons won't have a reason for raiding anymore. All I have to do is kill the queen and free the dragons…" He trailed off, suddenly realizing that was not his plan and things were getting badly out of hand.

"You can't possibly be thinking on trying to attack that mountain of a monster."

"Well, no. Not alone, I guess. I just need to find some weakness. Everything has a strong and a weak spot. That thing must have one as well."

Camicazi crossed her arms and sighed.

"And you're planning on going there again to try and check it out, right?"

"Yeah. I did this before and I'm very much alive. We can do this again, Toothless and I. He's a Night Fury, for Thor's sake, the fastest dragon we know of. We'll be fine."

Hiccup reassured her. Stormcloud walked up Camicazi's body and stopped at her shoulder, the girl looked at the tiny purple dragon and petted her head, then she looked back at the boy who was scratching the Night Fury behind his ears. Both had no idea everything was about to change that night.

* * *
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><p><strong>Chapter 4<strong>

**Recovery Time **

Hiccup slowly opened his eyes, still a bit fuzzy and confused. The stinging pain coming from the right side of his abdomen was still there, but considerably better. He stirred and let out a moan of pain as he tried to sit up. Suddenly, a gentle hand touched his shoulder and pushed him back down on the bed.

"You have to rest."

"Cami?" He called her by the nickname, recognizing her unmistakably cheerful voice.

Hiccup raised an arm to rub his eyes, feeling tired, soon he felt a hot breath brushing his auburn hair and a soft nudge he knew it was from Toothless.

"Yes. Of course it is me, after all, I'm the only one who'd bother to wait for you to wake up. Well, I can't possibly compete with Toothless, but you know what I mean." Camicazi told him. "You must be the luckiest guy I know. But I think it's only fair, since you're also the clumsiest. You're kinda bound to have luck if you've lived this long."

"Cami, what exactly is your definition of luck?"

"Oh, don't pay attention to the details. But really, the cut actually wasn't deep and didn't hit any important organs or anything. Yes, you fainted and lost a lot of blood, but the healer said if it had taken one more hour before you got here, you'd probably be dead right now. Though, I think she might be exaggerating just a bit to add some drama. Anyway, thanks to Toothless you're alive, since he's a very fast dragon."

Camicazi went on. Sometimes, the girl could speak nonstop, so Hiccup decided to ask something before she ran out of breath.

"How long have I been out?"

"Not long, I guess, only a day or so…"

"An _entire_ _day_?" He almost yelled, startled, trying to get out of bed and being easily held down by one of her gentle hands.

"Yeah, but don't worry. It was because the healer gave you something to make you sleep. You were in too much pain and too restless. She told us you might sleep a lot; anyway, though I didn't know it would be that much. Now stay calm, you're still getting better."

"But, Camicazi, I've got stuff to do!"

"Well, I'm holding you down with a finger and I'm not even using strength while doing so. If you think you can stand up and walk away, be my guest."

"Oh, Cami, stop being such a nag! And stop talking to me like I'm moribund! I'm not a useless cripple, you know!"

Her eyes immediately went down his legs under the sheet. He followed her gaze and realized he didn't really choose the best words to express himself. Bullies had called him useless his entire childhood, but he wasn't that anymore, he had grown out of it. Yet, he was indeed crippled, since he had lost part of his left leg.

"Okay, so maybe I am crippled, but you get the picture! I'm not helpless or anything!"

"Yes, I know, Hiccup. But I'm worried about you." She said, petting her purple terrible terror friend she called Stormcloud. The dragon crooned with happiness in her hands and Toothless crooned to get his human's attention, the Night Fury was also worried and nudging Hiccup gently.

"Oh, Toothless, it's okay. I'm alright." The young man, said petting his best friend. "Well, 'alright' might be too strong of a word, but anyway…"

"See? Even you admit you're not exactly fine."

Hiccup rolled his eyes. Camicazi stood up and set the purple dragon on the headboard, right above Hiccup's head. Stormcloud immediately laid down and got comfortable.

"Don't worry about anything. Everyone is fine and we're making shifts for patrols, we're all aware of the 100 ship Berserker armada, they didn't attack, just so you know. If you need something, anything, send Stormcloud to find me and I'll come right away. Or send her with a note if you need me to bring you something on the way here. Don't think about the stuff you should be doing, 'cause we're handling it, and you're always flying to the edges of the world with Toothless on a weekly basis. The healer said you'd be fine to walk around in about two days, so stay in bed for only one more, okay?"

"Okay…"

He mumbled stubbornly, looking away and trying to get comfortable, though he was already restless from staying in bed for so long. He hated being unable to walk around freely, and he knew Toothless wanted to be able to fly again, albeit even if the dragon could, he wouldn't fly while his human was hurt and on bed rest.

"Oh, by the way, this is a new book about dragon knowledge that we're developing, I think you haven't had the time to read it yet, but now you do. Hope you like it." Camicazi informed him as she put the book on the bedside table, where there was also water for him.

"Thanks…"

"By the way, I'm taking Sharpshot with me, you know he can't stay inside for too long or he feels imprisoned."

She said lifting a restless green and red terrible terror from the table on the other side of the room. The little dragon hurried up to her shoulders and kept looking from one side to the other, yearning to get out of there. She opened the curtains a little bit to let the daylight in and Hiccup thanked her, waving goodbye as she closed the wooden door on the way out.

Hiccup sighed heavily, trying to cede the fact of being stuck there for an entire day. Toothless rested his head on the edge of the bed besides his human and Hiccup gently stroked the dragon's favorite spot, right behind the ears as he crooned with delight.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 4<strong>

Bertha looked at the new sword she had gained. It was really beautiful and well made, but all she could think about was the craziness that the boy had done. She was in her house, and the sun was setting over the horizon.

She thought she had never seen craftsmanship like that, but in the back of her mind, she knew it was not true, she had seen something similar on an island she hadn't visited for a while. A village called Berk. Gobber, the blacksmith, used to make fine metal work like that. Maybe Ric learned a thing or two in there. She should ask him if he had stayed on Berk before and if he dared to show them that thing about the dragons, the Hooligans were even worse with dragons than the Bog Burglars were.

"Mom, are you okay? You didn't hear me enter…"

"Yes, I am… Oh Gods, is that a dragon?" She asked, amazed, seeing the purple terrible terror lying like a cute bunny in her daughter's arms.

"It's alright, mom. Stormcloud is a sweetheart."

"You _named_ that thing?"

"She's a she, not a thing. Ric opened my eyes to the world, Mom. Really, Stormcloud is not going to hurt you or me, just look at her. She's harmless." The small dragon nudged the blond girl tenderly and Bertha face palmed trying to absorb all that information. "By the way, Mom, there's something else you should know. It's about the nest. I know you're one of the few chiefs that is not crazy and trying to find it, so I guess there's not a problem if I show you."

Bertha followed her daughter to the woods, only to find… nothing. Camicazi knew Hiccup would be crazy enough to go after that monster again, but she didn't know it would be that very night.

"Oh, no… I think he went by himself… Come on, mom, we need to get Ric's ship!"

"And go where?"

"To the nest. I've got a bad feeling about it, mom. I can't let him go alone. It's too dangerous."

"How did he go without his boat? How does he know where it is? And, most important, how are we going to find it? Tribes have been searching for it for ages!" Bertha exclaimed, almost panting, running after the hurried messy haired girl.

"Only a dragon can find the nest, and luckily, that's exactly what we have."

Both mother and daughter jumped in the boat docked and set sail in Helheim's direction, following the tiny purple terrible terror, that pointed the way with her snout. In just a few hours, they were navigating through the sea stacks that Camicazi knew surrounded the island. Bertha kept asking if this was a good idea, feeling an eerie silence around them as they approached the nest.

Camicazi was worried, she only had been there once, and it was already enough to give her nightmares. Hiccup had been a few more times, but he admitted he almost died once, so she was concerned for the boy, and she didn't want him to go alone because if something happened, there'd be no one to help him.

Besides, Toothless wouldn't be able to fly away and take him to safety if for any reason Hiccup was in no condition to fly or if something happened to the prosthetic. It wasn't like she thought about it that much, she wasn't scared when he flew out at night, she knew he could take care of himself. But they were talking about a giant dragon-eating monster here.

When the island came into sight, Camicazi felt her heart stop for a moment and the blood freeze in her veins, because what she saw was one of her worst nightmares. The Red Death was out of the nest and chasing a tiny black spot she knew was Toothless and Hiccup.

"Odin's beard, _what_ is that?" Bertha asked amazed at the sight of the Red Death.

Earlier that night, both dragon and rider were getting closer to the island. They sneaked into the nest and Hiccup observed the queen, searching desperately for any weakness. Little did he know that the giant queen was already tired of them and wanted to get rid of that petty black nuisance who dared to let a filthy human ride on its back.

She noticed their presence and she didn't intend on letting them live this time. Enraged, she tried to follow them out of the mountain that imprisoned her, until she managed to force herself out of there. Neither Hiccup nor Toothless expected that reaction from her. Up until now, she hadn't been able to get out of there. Hiccup didn't want to engage in a battle, not now; he wasn't ready for a fight, yet. But things ended up that way. All he wanted was to study her a little. Now, Toothless was rapidly flapping out of the way of her giant jaws.

Hiccup soon noticed that the immense size of the Red Death made her lazily slow, which was an advantage. The boy maneuvered the tail fin with ease, he'd been training for almost a year now and he had grown used to it. His body responded automatically, making the correct movements as needed.

"That thing has wings." Hiccup wondered out loud as they flew around the Red Death, still on the ground and trying to bite them but always being too late to catch the pair. "Let's see if it can use them."

Confused and almost terrified, the dragon looked at his rider as if he was insane.

"What, bud? Don't you trust me? You didn't think I'd say it if I didn't have a plan, right?"

It wasn't like Toothless didn't trust him or anything like that, and, deep down, the boy knew it. However, it also wasn't like he had really a plan, either. He was just going to improvise. The dragon shook off his fears and made a sudden, tight twist to turn the flight around.

Toothless retracted his wings and almost free fell in the direction of the immensely huge monster. At the right moment, the Night Fury shot a powerful purplish blow at her, and no matter how fast he was, he never missed. The blow was enough to make the queen lose her balance and fall against the mountain that she was once trapped in.

Stretching out her giant wings, the queen was soon airborne and trying to follow the Night Fury, but she was never fast enough to catch them. Hiccup looked up at the smoky sky, an idea suddenly forming in his mind.

"Toothless, time to disappear!"

That's when mother and daughter got to the island. The huge monster was right behind a small black dot flying higher and higher. Then all Bertha and Camicazi saw was darkness and beams of light occasionally followed by an outburst of flames.

In the sky, what was happening was the Red Death was searching for them but not able to find the duo in the middle of the darkness. She started being attacked from side to side; she never knew where the next blow would come from. Disoriented, she felt the attacks hitting her wings and damaging her flight.

Soon, she grew tired of that black-scaled nuisance and tried to incinerate the entire cloud they were in to burn him, even though dragons were fireproof. That is, they're fireproof on the outside. But Hiccup knew the inside was different. Toothless managed to escape the fire, concerned for his human rider who was most definitely not fireproof.

However, Hiccup noticed that, unfortunately, the tail fin had not escaped the flames and soon it'd be gone.

"Okay, bud, it's time."

They free fell in front of the queen who didn't lose time following them. The Red Death prepared the gas to finish them off, once and for all. Maybe she couldn't take down the Night Fury with fire, but she would be pleased enough to just kill that puny little irritating human.

"Hold, Toothless, wait. We're good, just a little bit longer…" Hiccup told the dragon, hearing the gas from the queen preparing to be lit. _This is it!_ He thought nervously. "NOW!"

Toothless turned and let out a powerful last blow right inside the huge queen's mouth, igniting the gas in an enormous explosion inside that monster. Hiccup could never forget that scene, almost a year ago, when Toothless let a tiny blow inside a greedy terrible terror that dared to steal his food. The boy remembered the tiny dragon almost exploding from the inside, though Toothless wasn't trying to really harm the green dragon, he just wanted him to back off. This time was different, the Night Fury attacked with all he had.

Dragon and rider tried to escape from the explosion, but without the tail fin it was impossible, since the prosthetic had just been burned off. Unfortunately, they couldn't fly properly and they hit the end of the queen's tail, which made Hiccup fall unconscious. Dazed at first, Toothless struggled to understand what had happened, and then, he saw his human falling into the fire. He needed to do something and fast!

Toothless used all the strength left in him to flap down as quickly as he could.

Meanwhile, on the water, Bertha and Camicazi saw that giant monster exploding and hitting the cold hard ground with an impact so strong it felt like an earthquake for a second or two. And then, everything went quiet. An eerie silence surrounded the entire island as ashes slowly and gently fell down.

The boat hit the dirty sand and Camicazi jumped out yelling Hiccup's name. Bertha jumped out behind her a little confused.

"Cami, why are you calling Hiccup? Isn't his name Ric?"

"Yeah, about that, I'll explain later… Right now, we need to find them!"

"Yes, you're right."

The purple terrible terror flew off of Camicazi's shoulder to help search. Soon, she came back to the yelling girl pointing her snout in some direction.

"What is it, girl? Did you find them?" Stormcloud kept nuzzling in that direction and flew there, mother and daughter followed running, only to stop in front of a fallen dragon black as night.

Camicazi slowly approached the Night Fury with watery eyes. The dragon was fine, maybe tired and hurt, but breathing and moving. However, the burned saddle and torn up prosthetic tail fin indicated that the boy was long gone.

"Hiccup…" She mumbled sadly. As the dragon heard her, he moved his tired wings to reveal the unconscious boy safely in his dark paws. "Hiccup!"

She ran to him and searched for a pulse, hearing his heart beat. It was weak and slow, but it was there. He was alive!

"Mom! He's alive! Look! Toothless saved him! Hiccup's going to be alright!"

Bertha stepped closer, noticing something her daughter probably hadn't.

"Yes, Camicazi. He's alive for now, but…" She trailed off, not knowing what to say. Her voice was sad and careful. The blond girl followed her mother's gaze and she spotted his leg.

She instinctively covered her mouth from the enormous shock. Stormcloud landed on her shoulder, looking and trying to understand what was wrong. Hiccup's leg was bent at an odd angle right below the left knee and, as it got to the end where the foot should be, it was burned. His face was peaceful, only because he was probably too passed out to feel anything, thankfully, because he didn't deserve to feel that pain.

"We need to take it off and soon, before it gets infected, otherwise, he'll die anyway."

Camicazi knew that. All she needed to do was see it to know it was damaged beyond repair. She nodded and ran back to the boat, praying that he left some kind of first aid kit in there. Luckily, he did. It wasn't much, but what she had was enough. They needed to cut off the torn up leg soon, waiting to get back to the Bog Burglars island was not an option, especially if he woke up before they reached the island. That was unlikely, but it could happen.

"But it's dangerous, we'll need a healer. Can't the dragon fly him there? Maybe you and him could go faster?"

"No. Toothless can't fly anymore, not now. Look at his tail, it is incomplete. Besides, the dragon must be too tired to go. The leg is bleeding too much, I think we need to cut it, sew it and head back home as fast as we can.

Bertha sighed heavily, her daughter was right. They did it right then and there, pushing to reach their island just before sunrise. Hiccup stayed unconscious for days, during that time, Bertha and her daughter explained everything to everyone. The reason behind the raids, the Red Death's control and Hiccup and Toothless's bravery to fight against a mountain sized dragon-eating monster.

Some people took a while to believe that, after all, it seemed to be too surreal. So the chief searched for evidence. There had to be something left from the Red Death, the explosion didn't destroy everything. Burned, broken bones were scattered all over the place and some teeth were still intact, the bigger ones being the size of an adult. It was hard to carry, but when everyone saw it, there was no doubt about it.

Soon, the Bog Burglars started to get used to dragons around, not attacking. Some of them just flew by, played a bit, made a little mess and were off. Few people got attached to a dragon. Anyway, they also got used to the mighty Night Fury being much more like an oversized cat, even though they barely got to see the dark dragon, since it almost never left the chief's house, where Hiccup stayed during his recovery.

A new kind of world was just beginning right on that tiny island, because of that unusual boy and the powerful bond between him and a rare dragon; a world that seemed to be full of peace. But of course, not everything is always what it seems to be, and absolute peace is something that only naïve and optimistic little children believe.

* * *

><p><strong>Like it? Then, please review! It's the best way to make an author happy! <strong>

**So please leave a review in the box below and tell me what you're thinking about the story! **

**Itban Fuyu **


	6. To Find What He Searches For

**Ladipretender, my beta, thanks so much for your amazing work editing this story for me! **

**Thanks so much for the reviews, guys! I'm so very happy!**

**Sorry if I won't reply to all of the reviews, but I do answer the ones that needs some answer. One reviewer said that it's good, but didn't like the flashback thing. Well, I'm sorry but I do intend for almost all the chapters to have flashbacks. It's not like the fic goes back and forth in time too much, there's the story five years in the future and then there's a flashback in the end that actually tries to explain what happened that leads to the present, also, I intend to show character development in those flashbacks, instead it being a distraction. I'm sorry, but I can't take the flashbacks off. **

**Enjoy and Review! :D**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 5<strong>

**To Find What He Searches For**

He left the book on the bedside table, feeling bored as ever. Toothless was lying on the ground by his side, Hiccup reached his hand to gently touch the dragon's scales as he petted him. The dragon was probably as bored as he was.

"I'm sorry, Bud, but we won't be able to fly for a while… You don't need to stay here with me, even though you can't fly on your own, you can go and play with Shimmer or something…"

Toothless crooned in response, like he was saying 'Don't be stupid, I'm your bud and we're on this together, I know you'd do the same for me.' Hiccup smiled and continued to pet him as the door opened. He took his attention from the dragon to the person who entered.

"How are you doing?"

"I've been worse." Hiccup gestured to his left leg. "I'll be fine, Toothless and I can't wait to fly again. Did Camicazi send you, Bork?"

"She didn't have to do that, I came on my own." The slim young man answered, with one of his Terrible Terrors perched on his shoulder, the dragon was a light brown one he called Horrorcow, because he was slow, big and slept a lot.

Bork was as scrawny as Hiccup, though not as tall. They met around 4 years before, when Bork was going through a rough time, and because of that he'd always be thankful for Hiccup. He got a chair and sat next to the bed.

"Your book." Hiccup showed the object sitting on the table. "I've read it twice already."

"Thanks, but it's nothing new. It's basically a compilation of your work. You know, you wrote so many things about dragons in different journals, I just thought it would be easier to put it all in order in one book. I added the velocity flight measure, though."

"I saw that, it's very interesting." Hiccup sighed. "I guess we'll never know how fast a Night Fury can really be, right? Since dragons are faster by themselves than when they're with a rider…"

"But usually it is a matter of seconds. And I'm noticing that the more the dragon gets used to flying with a rider, the faster they can go. Who knows, maybe Toothless is just as fast as he should be without you."

"Maybe, you're right. It doesn't matter; Toothless likes to fly with me, that's what it's important, right, Bud?" The dragon squeaked in response. Hiccup had made a prosthetic tailfin that Toothless could manipulate by himself, however, the dragon broke it, showing he wanted to fly with the harness and tailfin that Hiccup needed to manipulate.

"I know you must be bored, right? You both hate to stay indoors for too long…"

"Don't remind me about it. But what is bugging me is that the Berserkers could come at any minute."

"Cami told me. Don't worry about that, we'll handle it, just like we did when they came before, trying to 'conquer more territories' and stuff…"

"This time is different. They'll be coming more prepared. People will be counting on Toothless and me. We have the best fire power and experience to defend us."

"I know…"

"By the way, do you think you can bring some cod? I bet he is hungry for some."

"Sure. I'll get a basket right away." Bork answered as he stood up and walked out the door with quick steps.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 5<strong>

All Hiccup could feel when he woke up was pain. Lots of it. He was sore all over. He tried to shift to get more comfortable, but didn't have the energy. Soon, he felt a hot breath on his hair and face. Hiccup knew it was Toothless, and just because he knew it was his best friend, he forced himself to open his eyes.

"Hey, bud." His voice was a bit husky, like he hadn't used it in days. Moreover, his throat was dry, in desperate need of water. The excited dragon started licking him so eagerly that he almost stepped on the skinny human. Hiccup winced in pain and Toothless backed away. "I'm in a house? What am I doing here? What are you doing here? Whose house is this, by the way?" He wondered as he watched Toothless play and bounce from side to side. "Wait, bud, what are you doing? You're going to break something soo-"

When he was about to get out of the bed, he noticed something was weird right below his knee. Taking away the covers, he saw what was different: the lack of part of his left leg. He sighed heavily, running a hand through his auburn hair, feeling a bit lost and incomplete.

Then, he looked at Toothless, who was there, looking at him like he was trying to support him and be by his side. The dragon must have felt like that, vulnerable and incomplete when he lost his flight. But he didn't give up, and neither would Hiccup, because neither one was alone. They had each other, and that was the thing he was most certain of in his life. Both were incomplete, but together, they could overcome anything.

"Hey, bud, will you help me stand up? I was already clumsy enough when I had two feet, I don't know how am I going to stand with just one. I think I'll need to make a prosthetic for me, one that will allow me to maneuver your tailfin, what do you say?"

Toothless grinned his gummy smile and got close enough to help him stand up, serving like a crutch. Hiccup balanced himself on his right leg, his body was still sore, and he just realized how tired he was when he was out of the bed. Soon, he got dizzy; he had to support himself by almost laying on Toothless's back so he wouldn't fall.

"I think we need to take it nice and slow. Very slow."

Suddenly, he heard a noise at the door, only then did he take the time to realize he was next to the entrance, on the first floor. The wooden door opened to reveal a girl with long blondish hair tied up in a ponytail. There was a purple terrible terror on her shoulder. Camicazi's blue eyes sparkled in happiness the moment she saw him.

"Hi…" He said, waving a hand while trying not to fall over.

Camicazi almost dropped the water bowl was carrying to the floor, she managed to leave it on the way without breaking anything before she ran up to him and embraced him. Hiccup almost fell with her action, but Toothless supported them both.

"You are awake! Finally awake! For a moment I thought you might not wake up again."

"What? How long have I slept?"

"Almost a week…" She answered, letting him go and helping him keep steady, while Stormcloud landed on the bed, observing the humans with curiosity.

"A week!?"

"Nearly a week, actually, it's more like six days. How are you feeling?"

"I think I've never felt worse, but I'll be fine." Her eyes looked down.

"I'm sorry about your leg. There was nothing we could do."

"Cami, you saved my life, you don't have to ask for forgiveness."

"You don't know what happened. And Toothless is the one who saved you. Unfortunately, he didn't manage to save you entirely, your leg was much too damaged."

"I remember his tailfin was destroyed, he couldn't have brought me here and taken care of me. You must have gone to Dragon Island to find me."

"Yeah, I did. What the hell were you thinking when you went there?"

"In fact, I only wanted to research a bit more, but then the Red Death managed to get out of her nest and I kinda had to improvise…"

"Okay, but never do anything as stupid as that again, otherwise I'll have to bring you back from the dead just to kill you myself."

"Okay, okay…"

"Now, sit down, you need to rest." She helped him sit back on the bed and Stormcloud got out of there, flying away. The girl kept looking at where his left foot should be, it was almost invisible, but she had a bit of guilt in her eyes.

"Cami? Are you okay?" He asked, noticing her tension and then she sat by his side.

"How are you going to fly Toothless now?"

"Come on, I made a prosthetic for a dragon. I think I can do the same for me as well. Actually, I already have some ideas, where is my sketchbook?" He wondered and she took it from her furry vest, she was taking care of his things while he was unconscious. "Thanks. And, Cami, I know that if you had a choice you'd do it differently. I'm alive and that's what matters. I'll always be grateful for you. Besides, I have Toothless, right, bud?" The dragon crooned happily. "I don't know what will happen, but I know we'll be fine. By the way, is that water? I'm really thirsty."

"Here" She gave him a cup full of water and he drank it in one gulp. "Well, I guess I'll just start sketching some prosthetic ideas so I can make them as soon as I'll be able to get out of this bed without feeling too dizzy. I bet Toothless is dying to go flying, and I don't want to keep him waiting."

Camicazi smiled seeing the 16-year-old boy excited, opening his book and starting to draw what was in his mind. The dragon crooned as he heard his name and the word 'flying', though he knew his human was in no condition to fly yet.

"You know Hiccup, I think you're one of the strongest guys I know."

He raised an eyebrow. "I know the Bog Burglars are a group of female warriors and all, but I think you really don't know many people, do you? I'll introduce you to my cousin, Snotlout, he is the perfect example of what a young Viking should be and everything that I'm not.

"I didn't mean only physical strength, Hiccup."

Suddenly, he stopped sketching to look at her with confused eyes. He always had been seen as a wimp, useless. To be seen as a strong young boy was something new. It took a few seconds for him to understand what she meant, and when he did, he smiled shyly before turning back to his drawings. She stood up and left him and his dragon in peace for a while.

Two weeks passed since Hiccup woke up. During that time, he recuperated and managed to build a prosthetic for him and his dragon. He thought it was funny how people stared at him and the black-scaled beast following him whenever he went. Usually, few Bog Burglars approached him when Toothless was around at first, but they were soon getting a little more comfortable with the Night Fury around.

Both started flying again doing tricks, spinning, going up and then falling until they almost reached the ground or the ocean. Hiccup was actually relieved that he managed to keep doing the same things as before with their prosthetics. Ad then, one day, he announced he'd leave.

"But, why, Hiccup? You like it in here, people like you and we're fine with Toothless around. Why would you go?" Camicazi asked sadly.

"I still dream that peace is possible. Peace between humans and dragons. I dream of a place where we can live peacefully and cooperating with one another. I know Bog Burglars are more open to dragons now, but that place is not here. Maybe, someday they can truly accept them, but I want to go out there and change people's mind. I want the whole archipelago, or better, the whole world to understand what it is to earn a dragon's loyalty. I want a place where Toothless and I can call home. To be accepted for who we are. You might not understand because you were never looked down on like I've been my entire life." He paused for a second and then continued. "Wouldn't you want to come with me?"

"I can't go, Hiccup…" She was proud to be a Bog Burglar, and she was the heir, she couldn't just leave.

She didn't like it, but she couldn't really stop him from going. Camicazi almost cried the morning he was going to leave. She liked him, it was obvious, and her mother, Bertha, noticed it.

"Camicazi, my daughter, I don't want you away from me, but I want even less to see you so sad. I know you really like that boy."

"What are you saying, mom?"

"That, maybe, you should go with Hiccup. If he promises to take care of you." The girl laughed.

"Oh, mom, you know he can't take care of himself. Wait, are you serious?"

"Yes. But you have to promise me that you'll visit constantly. And maybe send notes with Stormcloud."

"Thanks, mom!" Camicazi hugged Bertha and dashed out to give him the news, she was not the kind of girl to ask if she could go or not, besides, he did ask if she wanted to come. He agreed and she ran to pack her stuff.

Then, the chief of the Bog Burglars went to find the boy and his dragon, as usual, they were at the forge, he was sharpening the last sword he got to work and was preparing to leave on Toothless.

"Good luck and good flight, boy." She said as he thanked her, so she got a little bit more serious. "Take care of my daughter, Hiccup. Don't you dare let anything bad happen to her."

"No offense, Bertha, but I think she can take care of herself better than I ever could…" He laughed, rolling his eyes.

"Just promise me you'll do it."

"Okay, I'll do my best. I promise."

"Thanks."

Both left on Toothless, with Stormcloud following right behind. They landed on an unknown island around noon.

"It seems to be a good place to stay for a while." Hiccup said. "We can eat lunch and rest a little, what do you think about staying here for the night?"

"I guess it's fine. What are we gonna eat?"

"Well, we do have some potatoes and carrots your mother gave us and we can fish a little. I have a net I usually use to catch some fish with Toothless. Wait here a little bit, we'll be back with them. Oh, and hold the food for a while. We can cook some soup for dinner with what's left."

He handed her the potatoes and carrots they had and they took off. Camicazi wandered around looking at the place, searching for fruits so they could stock up for later. Then, she found some apples on a tree, Stormcloud, who stayed with her, got a few of them for the girl so she wouldn't have to climb up.

Camicazi was counting the fruits with Stormcloud when suddenly a red dragon appeared by her side out of nothing. Startled, she jumped the other way and ended up falling down because of the tree roots. Stormcloud crooned protectively, trying to put herself in front of her human. The red dragon was a Changewing, and it seemed to be curious to why that tiny terrible terror was trying to protect the human.

Remembering everything Hiccup had said about gently approaching a dragon, she slowly raised her hands showing she was unharmed, making sure to leave her sword and dagger on the ground when she stood up, walking away from her armory to be completely vulnerable.

"It's okay, dragon. I'm not here to harm you, okay? Please don't throw acid on me…" She got a red apple from the forest floor and showed it to the Changewing. "You like it? Do you want some?" The red snout got closer to sniff the fruit; finally, she opened her jaws to eat it, being careful to not hurt the mysterious girl.

Slowly and carefully, Camicazi gave some other apples to the Changewing. Stormcloud, relieved that there was no danger anymore, landed on her shoulder. When the red dragon seemed to be at ease, she dared to reach and touch the dragon. The Changewing was a bit startled at first, but then accepted Camicazi's soft touch and closed her eyes with pleasure as the girl put another hand on her scales to pet the creature. Hiccup had taught her how the dragons liked to be scratched, so she did just that.

"You know, dragon, you'll like my friend, Hiccup, he's the one who showed me how to do that. By the way, you are a girl, aren't you? Just like Stormcloud. Should I name you?" The dragon closing her eyes was another sign it trusted that Camicazi wouldn't hurt her.

Meanwhile, Hiccup and Toothless caught a bunch of fish with their net and then came into shore.

"I think we've got enough, right, Bud? Now let's go get Camicazi, this place is wonderful, I think she'll like the view here. I'm gonna go get her, bud, stay here, but don't eat the fish yet. I'll be back soon."

Hiccup said after hanging the net of fish in a tree with the dragon lying next to it, tempted but complying. There was a beach with smooth golden sand; he left Toothless just a bit farther up, where there was a place he could see the whole beach and the sea beyond, perfect for a calm, peaceful lunch. He had left Camicazi somewhere inside the not too deep forest, he turned to search for her, when he heard a noise coming from the beach.

Curiously, he looked down to see what was going on. He could see a few guys and a small skinny boy like him. The buff young men were laughing hysterically; the same could not be said of the smaller one. Hiccup felt his blood boil with anger. He knew what that boy was going through; he had been laughed at his whole life for being too much of a wimp.

Hiccup couldn't stand watching that, so he drew the sword he made in the Bog Burglars' forge and walked down towards the beach. He had trained at sword fighting for a few months with Camicazi and he had improved a lot, but was he good enough? He didn't know.

When he was close enough, he started to hear what was going on without being seen.

"Dogsbreath, give my journal back!"

"Oh, is Dork gonna cry now?"

"Stop being stupid! We have training to do…"

"Shut up, Dork. We don't have to listen to you. When they come back for us, let's see if you're still gonna be standing. I bet you won't last a day! We're finally gonna get rid of you! And don't even think of asking for help. It's every one for themselves here."

"I wouldn't do that! Now give it back."

"Why don't you come and get it?" And so they started throwing the journal from one to another, laughing as the skinny boy tried desperately to catch it in the air.

"Hey, you!" Hiccup yelled, approaching. "Stop and give it to him." The five buff guys turned to see who said that and then began laughing as soon as they saw the insignificant, puny kid bossing them around.

The one who seemed to be the leader, Dogsbreath, reached behind his shoulder and withdrewn his sword, causing the others to do the same. Hiccup gulped, almost regretting his outburst, but standing strong with the sword in his left hand. Dogsbreath advanced on him to attack and Hiccup managed to block it perfectly, surprising both him and the attacker.

Dogsbreath tried again and again to use his strength to impale the thin body that dodged or blocked his sword easily. Then, Hiccup dared to attack, his opponent had difficulty blocking the blows so he asked for help. Suddenly, Hiccup was having a really hard time blocking the attacks of five cowardly strong guys around his age.

When Toothless saw his human was in peril, he didn't hesitate to jump in there and help him. One of the guys saw the black scaled beast approaching, guessing it was the 'unholy offspring of lightening and death itself' and ran away yelling. The other ones stopped suddenly to look at what he had seen and all of them froze to see those toxic green eyes with slits as pupils. They all turned around yelling something that seemed to be 'run for you lives' as they vanished from sight fleeing as fast as their legs could carry them.

Hiccup sighed, putting his sword back and rolling his eyes. He didn't need to turn to see Toothless approaching, his eyes not slits anymore, they were round and cute, relaxing nowthat the peril was long gone.

"Bunch of cowards…" He muttered jokingly to himself.

"Thanks, you didn't need to help me." The boy said, grabbing his journal on the sand, he seemed to be confused. "You must be very scary to make them just run away like that, I've never seen it before."

"Or you're very brave, I mean, you haven't even yelped or anything. People usually can't stop staring at him with fear the first time."

"Him? What are you talking about?" Hiccup raised an eyebrow and exchanged confused looks with Toothless, who was right behind him.

"Don't tell me you can't see the huge Night Fury just a few meters behind me."

"Yeah, I don't really have a good sight… Wait, did you just say Night Fury?"

"Yep." The boy squinted his eyes and looked behind Hiccup. With his bad sight and Toothless's scales blending in with the dark rocks behind him, it took a while to spot the dragon.

"Oh Odin, please protect me!" He yelled, stepping back until he fell onto his butt in the sand. "Please don't eat me, my taste must be awful, I'm just skin and bones, really!"

"Don't worry, Toothless won't eat you, right bud?" The dragon crooned in response. "Besides he likes fish. Especially cod."

"Wait, why are you not scared of that beast?"

"Don't call him that, he doesn't like it. His name is Toothless, and he is my best friend. I'm Hiccup, by the way, who are you?" Hiccup asked, extending a hand in front of the boy's face to help him stand up. Apprehensively, he accepted the help to get on his feet.

"I'm Bork. I know, stupid name. People call me Dork. Or Bork, the Dork. You can call me whatever you want, it's not like I care anymore."

"Well, I'm going to call you by your name. And where do you come from?"

"The Meatheads tribe. All the 15 year olds have to pass through a stupid test. They're gonna leave us here for two weeks and then come back later to get us. It's supposed to build our strength or something like that. It's not like I have muscles, though."

"I know what you mean…"

"What about you? And how did you manage to befriend a dragon without getting killed?"

Hiccup grinned and started explaining his whole story. From being the joke of the Hooligan tribe to killing a giant dragon-eating monster the size of a mountain. The young boy was mesmerized by it all, almost not believing the Red Death existed, after all, nothing could be that huge. But he couldn't pretend he didn't see the confidence and assurance in Hiccup's green eyes.

Bork also told him about how his parents died when he was really young and how the village helped support him because he had no family left. How they quickly started to get tired of him because he was scrawny and weak, was soon bullied with no parents to help or defend him. Hiccup was a bit sad hearing this; he knew quite well what he was going through, with the difference that he knew his father wanted him to be more than he was and that usually he was his cousin's favorite target.

Then, they went to find Camicazi, she was enjoying herself playing around with her purple Terrible Terror and a red Changewing.

"Do you all just have no fear of these beasts?" Bork asked.

"Dragons are lovely once you got to know them. And stop calling them beasts, they don't like it." To prove his human's point, Toothless raised his tail till it hit Bork's head from behind.

"Ouch! Okay, okay, I understand!"

"Who is he?" The girl asked.

"Camicazi, this is Bork. Bork, this is Camicazi. I found him on the beach, he got curious about all the dragon stuff."

"Okay. And this is Stormcloud and Shimmer." She gestured to the dragons, "By the way, Hic, do you think you can teach me ride her? She could be my own riding dragon. I think she likes me. Besides, her camouflaging skills are perfect for a Bog Burglar."

"I guess so. Though now I think Toothless and I will need to catch more fish…"

"That would be a good idea, I'm starving."

"Okay, then. Wait a minute, we'll be back soon."

He said mounting his dragon that quickly was airborne with the net, his stomach also calling desperately for food.

Hours later, Bork was looking at the flames dancing in the bonfire, the only light to illuminate the night. That was a very interesting and amusing first day of Survival Test. At lunch and dinner, he ate fish that the 'unholy offspring of lightening and death itself' had caught. He was sure he'd wake up soon and find out none of it had happened.

How could it be? How could he just go and befriend a scrawny little kid like himself who somehow managed to be 'besties' with a dragon? That was unthinkable. Unbelievable. Yet, completely awesome. And the kid not only let him stay around his friend and dragons, he also helped him with the bullies at the beach.

"So, still too scared of them?" Hiccup asked sitting by his side. Toothless (Bork couldn't understand why name a Night Fury toothless) was lying down happily with his stomach full of fish on the other side of the clearing.

"It's gonna take some getting used to. Are you sure… Toothless is not gonna eat me or something during the night?"

"Positive. Really, he likes fish. Besides, he won't attack if he's not threatened. Or Camicazi and I".

"Okay, then…" Bork replied watching the girl carelessly sleep with a Changewing as a pillow and a purple Terrible Terror on her lap. "It is just so… mind-blowing…"

"Yeah, I know the feeling."

"And… Why did you help me?"

"I know how it is like to be the 'runt of the litter'. And probably because I can´t stand to watch injustice and do nothing, with humans or dragons."

Hiccup said right before a small pack of Terrors approached, searching for food. They probably smelled the leftover fish beside Bork, because they landed next to him. The 15-year-old boy jumped in surprise and crawled backwards. Hiccup was trying not to laugh, but failing miserably.

"Don't worry. And don't do anything stupid like sudden moves or aggressive gestures."

"I'm too afraid to move any further." Bork said, his voice almost like a squeak.

"Are you gonna eat the rest of it?"

"Not really, I'm satisfied."

"When approaching a dragon, you must be patient and gentle. Show them you're not trying to harm them and they won't want to hurt you," Hiccup explained to Bork, then, he turned to the small pack of dragons grabbing the left over fish and saying softly, "Hey, little guys. Are you hungry? You can have this."

He handed him the food and the dragons stared at him in confusion for a second before accepting.

"Thank my friend Bork, later. He was the one who owned this." He scratched the dragons and they purred happily, then he motioned for his friend to get closer, he went very slowly. "Now, gently raise your open hand and let the dragon come near you. When he does, you'll know you're trusted."

"So, he won't bite my hands off?" He asked in desperate need to be reassured. Hiccup chuckled.

"Nope."

Bork boldly extended his hand towards the nearest Terrible Terror, which was a light brown one with red details on his back and wings. The dragon was a bit big for his species, and he stopped eating when he saw the boy's hand coming in his direction. He looked at it, analyzing and smelling it until he got brave enough to raise his head towards the soft skin.

Bork stood there, not even moving or breathing in amazement. Then, the dragon turned away to continue eating his portion of fish with the other ones.

"I take it this is something you do very often, right?"

"Definitely."

"Would it be too weird for me to join in?"

"Wait, what?"

"It's just… I don't know, I think it seems quite amazing and wonderful and I want to see more of it…" Bork trailed off feeling awkward to want a type of life that actually seemed dangerous; he was usually the kind of scrawny nerdy kid who avoided any sort of trouble. He was very interested in dragons, though.

"Are you sure? I mean, do you really want to leave your whole village and everything you know, maybe permanently?"

"Do I have to repeat my story? Deceased parents, misfit of the tribe and often punching bag of big fat bullies, remember? I don't really want to stay there anymore; I just didn't have anywhere else to go until now. By the way, where are you guys going?"

"That's the thing, we don't really know. We´re looking for a place where we can live peacefully with the dragons."

"Okay, then. So, may I join you?"

"Sure. You re very welcome to, Bork."

* * *
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><p><strong>Chapter 6<strong>

**To the Market Day**

Back on Berk, Stoick was watching a ship come closer; he knew it belonged to Trader Johan. Gobber approached his brother-in-arms and watched the ship dock.

"How are things going, my favorite tribe?"

"Hello, Trader Johan. How was your trip?"

"About the same as always. Some problems with the wind here and there, though nothing I couldn't manage. But I see there's been quite a lot of destruction here recently…" Johan said as he noted that there were some blackened and torn up houses that looked like they might have burst into flames.

"Yes… Those demons again, obviously." Stoick grabbed the rope Johan tossed him to securely tie the ship onto the dock. The Chief saw Trader Johan's boat from afar and got there, curious to see what he had brought.

"Dragons, again? How weird… I mean, they still raid a bit and all, they still cause some troubles, but I haven't seen the village like that for about… 4 years, maybe?"

"Something like that, I guess. It doesn't matter if their raids became less frequent or usually less destructive. They're still beasts, demons."

"Yeah, speaking of that… I've heard quite interesting things that you might want to know…" Trader Johan began while Stoick boarded the ship, rolling his eyes before he scanned the products to see if something caught his eye, he had no patience for the man's crazy stories.

The chief of the Hooligans started to wander around to see if he could see something interesting on the trading ship. The young adults of the village started gathering around, Ruff and Tuff were always interested in Johan's stories, Fishlegs usually wanted to know more about the other tribes and dragons, while Snotlout and Astrid were typically more interested in the goods he brought, although, the heir of Berk constantly found himself paying attention to the trader's tales.

"… And believe it or not, I've seen one of them with a Night Fury!" Was all Stoick heard.

"Oh, come on, Trader Johan, everyone knows that is impossible," Astrid said.

"People who ride dragons? Even I don't believe that!" It was Snotlout, next to the twins, who looked mesmerized.

"Think about the fun it would be and the destruction we could do with a dragon!" Tuffnut exclaimed to his sister.

"Wait, _what_ did you say about the Night Fury?" Asked the chief, his voice rising.

"It is true, I've seen it with my own eyes. There's a new tribe that live with dragons, they ride them, I even saw a bunch of them commercializing with the Meatheads once. And then, they flew away on the dragons. It was unbelievable!"

Stoick rolled his eyes. It was impossible-something like that'd never happen. "And why would the Meatheads allow such traitors at their market?"

"Well, it's not like you could say no to a man mounted on the offspring of lightening and death itself, right?"

Even then, Stoick did not really believe him, but just the thought of the possibility to find the damn Night Fury who killed his son was tempting.

"That's impossible, everyone knows that if you get too close to a dragon it will either kill you or get killed by you." Snotlout commented.

Gobber, who was also interested in the stuff Trader Johan brought, heard everything and saw the gleam in the chief's eyes, so he asked him in a low voice, "Stoick, what do you have in mind?"

"Ask Sven to ready a ship. I'm going to the Meathead's Market tomorrow."

"Sir, are you going to search for the dragon? The Night Fury?" Astrid asked, curious. She was not eager to find it, she wasn't crazy for revenge, but part of her still felt a bit guilty for Hiccup's death, and if she ever got a chance to avenge him, she'd do it. "I'd like to go as well, chief. I'm well trained, one of the best young warriors of Berk. I know I can help somehow."

"Where my princess goes, I'll go." Snotlout said, hearing part of the conversation.

"I'm in!" "Me too!" The twins said not even knowing what was it all about.

"Please don't leave me out of it…" Fishlegs complained, since Hiccup was gone, he had turned into the misfit of the group, though he wasn't mocked as much as the scrawny boy.

"Alright then. We're all going. We depart in two hours."

"I'm coming too, Stoick." Gobber said.

"But what about the forge?"

"It's okay, I can handle it. I'm coming to make sure you'll be okay."

Far, far away from Berk, there was a place where dragons and humans lived in harmony. In one of the houses, Hiccup woke up later than he was used to. Commonly, he'd be awoken at dawn by Toothless to go flying around the island, however, since he was still hurt, the dragon knew he wouldn't be able to fly.

Hiccup slowly sat up in his bed, he was feeling better, as the healer said, but he still couldn't fly, she'd only let him walk around the village a little, and he could only do that with lots of resting breaks. Toothless walked over him and served as a support for him. The young man didn't look as pale as the day before, and the pain in his gash felt a lot better. He could almost walk normally, just very slowly. The black dragon kept walking beside him, so he could support him when necessary.

"I see you're already out of bed," Camicazi said, walking quickly towards him. Her dragon, Shimmer, was right behind her. "Eret and I are going to the Meathead's Market day. Do you want me to bring you something?"

"Just more metal. I'll need to craft a new helmet for me, the one I had I left on the island where I fought the Berserkers. It's probably lost somewhere there. I'll need another one, that was great, I could hide my face if I needed, but I have some new ideas about that, anyway…"

"Got that, I'll bring some scrap metal for you to play with." She joked before jumping on her Changewing. Eret was close and followed right behind on his green Thunderdrum.

Hiccup waved from the ground, sighing, wishing he could go as well, but knowing it would only make him stay on bed rest for more days than he needed. Flying seemed to be something very easy, but it wasn't. It demanded too much from the body, especially in Hiccup's case, since he had to fly _with_ his dragon instead of _on_ it. It became tiresome because the rider had to resist strong gusts of winds, especially if the dragon was at a high speed, and to hold on safely and steadily in each and every turn. It was definitely not easy.

"I'm sorry, Bud. Seems like we're grounded for a little longer…" The dragon crooned in agreement. Toothless wasn't happy, but was not willing to complain or anything. They turned around and kept walking around the village, greeting the people that were preparing to defend themselves if, or more likely when,into the Berserkers attacked.

"Come on, Eret, faster!" Camicazi yelled louder than the wind blowing into her ears. "We need to make it a quick trip, if we hurry, we'll be able to get back by dinner time."

"Yeah, yeah, I know. But we need the scrap metal. And I need a new sword; mine is a bit too old. Hiccup would make a new one for me, but right now he's in no condition to, so I'll have to buy one. At least we're lucky today is Market Day. I mean, they might not like us, but they do tolerate us there…"

"We could also go to the Bog Burglars, at least I think they're getting used to the dragons there. Maybe that's why Hiccup insists we go there once in a while…"

"Yeah…" He agreed. "And you know what? I think I'll never be able to get used to life without flying, I mean, it'd take days to get there and back. Now we can do this in one quick day."

"Well, your dragon better flap his wings faster, or else you'll stay behind!"

"Oh, so is it a competition, sweetheart?" He asked with a playful smirk on his face. "It's on!"

Shimmer landed a few seconds before Eret's Thunderdrum. The Changewing was used to flying and (trying to) compete with Toothless, the fastest dragon, so she got used to push herself harder and faster than usual.

In order to go quicker, Camicazi and Eret split up, so they could buy two things at the same time. The people in there were still scared of the dragons, but they didn't attack as long as they weren't threatened, and since the dragons were with their humans all the time, they didn't do anything dangerous unless they felt they needed to. It took a bit longer than half an hour for them to finish.

"I've got everything I need."

"Me too, now be a good gentleman and hold this for me."

"So I can't call you sweetheart but I have to hold stuff for you?"

"Duh. Obviously." The blond girl said jokingly while he grabbed the bag full of scrap metal.

Just then, she caught a glimpse of a ship on the docks. It seemed like it had gotten there recently, since some people were still disembarking. The thing was, she recognized it, the crest on the sail looked like Berk's. Plus, she soon realized that the red bearded man was Hiccup's father.

"We should really go now. We have everything, and it's not safe to leave our island for much longer, considering the Berserkers and everything, after all, we're two of the best warriors…"

"Indeed!" He answered mounting on his dragon not noticing the concern on her face. She mounted as well and soon they were airborne. However, they didn't leave unnoticed.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 6<strong>

"You never said 'flying' was in the job description…"

"Duh. How do you expect we get from island to island? Swimming?" Camicazi asked ironically.

"No, but maybe by ship or something…"

"Hell, no. Since I've flown for the first time I really don't want to use a boat anymore. Really, it is just too slow. Probably three times slower than flying. Besides, it is not everyone that can fly a dragon, and it is awesome just by itself."

"I believe it is, I mean, I've seen dragons fly really fast, but it is just so scary and high and life threatening…"

"Don't worry, Bork, we'll be with you, and, if you fall, we'll catch you," Hiccup said patiently, sitting on Toothless's saddle, ready to depart.

"Haven't I told you I'm scared of heights?"

"Only like a billion times," Camicazi answered, rolling her deep blue orbs, "Really, just don't look down. Thus, you don't really see far anyway, so what is the difference? Just pretend you're near the ground and stop whining."

"I'll see a big dark blue blur where the ground should be and know that I'll fall to my death in the ocean…"

"Bork, for the last time, Toothless and I won't let you fall, right, Bud?" The black dragon nodded.

"Okay, then, let me take it nice and slow. I'll just take a deep breath and-"

"Sit on that stupid saddle right now!" Camicazi demanded, her patience long since gone as she pushed him in Toothless's direction. The boy had no option but to sit and brace himself as the Night Fury took off.

Camicazi sighed in relief and turned to the Changewing by her side. "Come on, Girl, let's go after those boys."

They stayed on the island two days after meeting Bork, during that time, the girl found herself very attached to the red camouflaging reptilian and vice-versa. And Hiccup had the time to teach her a few things, but that was actually going to be the first time they'd fly together, thus part of the reason she was so impatient was because she was eager to fly solo on a dragon. That didn't mean she didn't like to fly holding onto Hiccup.

She mounted the dragon she named Shimmer, (because of the ways her scales could blend in with anything) feeling the dragon shift beneath her. She kept holding on tightly.

"Just keep calm, she's getting used to your weight," Hiccup said from in front of her. Toothless was flapping his wings to keep airborne next to the cliff where they were once standing. Soon, the red dragon took off, flying side by side with the Night Fury, both heading west.

"Yes! This is soooo cool!" Camicazi said, eagerly overjoyed. "You were right, Hiccup, it's amazing! Wonderful! And even more thrilling by myself! Don't you think, Bork?"

"I don't know, it's safer for me to close my eyes and imagine we're just carefully and safely walking on the ground." He mumbled holding onto Hiccup's shoulder.

The boy who was driving laughed at it. He found amusing how his new friend wanted to know so much about dragons and was so scared about flying. He wanted him to see the world from a dragon's perspective, though he knew he shouldn't push him, he'd know the joys of flight, eventually.

"You don't know what you're missing!"

"I wouldn't be able to see much anyway…"

"By the way, are you keeping that pack of Terribles?"

"Why? Are they following us?"

"Yep," Hiccup answered, looking behind them.

"Then I guess so. Besides, I already have a name for each one of them," Bork kept his eyes closed.

"What would they be?"

"I named the light brown one Horrorcow, the white one who seems to be partially blind is One Eye, the dark brown with yellow wings is Wodensfang, and the blood-red ones with purplish wings are Innocence, Arrogance, and Patience, I think they're brothers or something, they're really similar and they're always together," Bork explained, without even daring to open his eyes.

"Are you sure you want six dragons at the same time? Stormcloud is acting awfully jealous of the attention I'm giving to Shimmer…" Camicazi pointed out, stroking the purple Terror on her lap.

"Exactly. If I get a group at once, they'll be used to sharing me." He said matter of factly.

"Yeah, I guess so. But I wonder how jealous Toothless'd be if Hiccup befriended another dragon," Camicazi joked, flying as close as she could to the black dragon, trying to keep up a conversation with the wind howling in her ears.

Toothless moaned, complaining, and Hiccup chuckled, petting the Night Fury.

"Don't pay attention to her, Bud. There's no way another dragon can steal me from you." The dragon crooned, almost satisfied, Camicazi and Bork laughed at the dragon's reaction. "Besides, he and I complete each other, right, Bud? You're like me and I'm like you."

Toothless screeched happily as if saying, 'Yep. That's right, and no other dragon can take you from me'.

They'd flown for quite a while, joking and laughing along the way, but suddenly, the wind gusts got a little stronger. It was nothing to worry about, the inseparable duo had traveled through much worse weather since they had left Berk, even so, Toothless's flight became unsteady and the dragon struggled to maintain normal flight.

Hiccup maneuvered the tail fin as usual to help, even without his left foot; he knew how to maneuver it skillfully. However, it wasn't working as it should be. It took a while for Toothless to make the flight steady again.

"Oh, dear Odin! What was that?!" Bork asked, trembling and frightened. Hiccup almost smiled as he realized how Bork reminded him of Fishlegs. Even though the bulky guy was strong, tall and kept up a tough front, he was the one who usually got scared first and would typically avoid any kind of danger.

"It's alright, Bork. It was just a gust of wind. Nothing to worry about." Hiccup said reassuringly, Bork nodded, his eyes closed the entire time. "Though I think that maybe it'd be better for you to go with Camicazi for a while…"

The boy snapped his eyes open, involuntary yelling, "WHAT!?" at the same time the girl complained, "No way, it will spoil my solo with Shimmer!"

"Cami, I _mean_ it." Then she realized that something was really wrong, he just didn't want to scare Bork even more. Adding to that, she noticed that Toothless was flying lower and lower, closer to the sea beneath, as if to break a possible fall and cause less damage.

"Okay. How do you suggest we do this?"

"You get close and Bork jumps behind you."

"We don't really need to do that, right? I mean, you merely said it was just a gust of wind…"

"Bork, if you fall, we'll catch you, besides, it is only water and is not even too far, it won't hurt, I promise. I need you to go, right now, I need to check something."

Bork stopped complaining and breathed heavily, preparing to do that. The Changewing flew very close and a little lower than the Night Fury. He gathered all the courage he had and jumped, almost falling off, but being held up by Horrorcow, Wodensfang and the dragon he called Innocence, who helped him balance himself on the red dragon's back.

Just then, Hiccup managed to turn and look behind them to see what was going on. Why was he having difficulty in maneuvering the tail fin? The answer came like a lightning bolt that hit him as he saw the source of the problem. The rope that connected the pedal with the prosthetic had a small rip in it, probably fraying from use. He had to change the fake tail materials constantly, even when he was studying the dragons for several months before he got to the Bog Burglars. The difference was that he usually did it by sometimes stealing what he needed from villages, and he usually paid attention to what needed to be changed before he found himself in a situation like this.

Hiccup gulped as he realized the rip was very close to the tail and if it finished tearing, he'd be in big trouble. The rope was the only thing that kept the tail open, and if it closed, Toothless'd surely fall.

"Hiccup, what's wrong?" Camicazi asked, worried.

"It's the rope, it's snapping." Hiccup and Toothless exchanged concerned looks, one reading the mind of the other, so the dragon already knew what his human was planning to do.

"That was the 'nothing to worry about' thing you mentioned? I don't know much, but you told me that without the prosthetic he can't fly. Does that mean that you might…"

"Yes, Bork…"

"We need to land immediately!" The girl yelled.

"Look around, Cami, there is no place to land," He said. "So I think I'll have to improvise and do something crazy."

Hiccup took a deep breath and let go of the pedal. Toothless was going as slowly as he could, very close to the sea. It was a bit dangerous to fly so low, because if there were any enemy ships around, they would easily catch them; however, the fall would hurt less if they weren't so high. They'd fall into the water, but since water was not a cushion, it was not soft and smooth. It could be hard and knock a person's breath out.

He heard the girl ask what the bloody hell was he going to do, but he chose to ignore her in order to concentrate on what he was doing. Toothless flapped his wings faster to try and keep airborne as Hiccup got off of the saddle and slowly and carefully tried to crawl his way to the tail fin. His idea was to fly like the first time with Toothless. Not the one on his back, when they almost died at the sea stacks, the first real flight, when Hiccup had only wanted to see the size of the prosthetic he made, but Toothless suddenly took off.

It was obvious that it was going to be difficult. That first time, he only flew for like a minute, maybe less, and even so, he struggled to keep it in place. Besides, he didn't really know how to position the fin the right way from there. He'd have to improvise, notice how the wind blew and try to position it without seeing where they were going. However, there was no other option. It was also obvious that his scrawny, 16-year-old body might not be able to stay in that place for too long. But, he had to try anyway.

When Hiccup had almost reached the end of the tail, almost close enough to hold the prosthetic open, a sudden gust of wind made the flight even more unsteady. It was already hard enough to keep flying; any little thing would ruin the terrible flight they were presently having. And that did it. the boy unbalanced and fell right before he could reach the tail fin, his fingers brushing the metal of the prosthetic. Toothless couldn't hold on any longer, also falling into the cold water several meters away.

* * *
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><p><strong>Chapter 7<strong>

**When the Impossible is Possible **

While Camicazi and Eret were preparing to be airborne, back on the ground, Astrid was walking around the village, searching for traces of dragons, but she wasn't finding any. She probably wouldn't admit what she was doing to anyone since she was rather dubious if it was true or not, however, her curiousness couldn't stop her from doing so.

"Astrid!" She heard from behind her and turned, already knowing who it was since she recognized the voice.

"Hi, Thuggory. It's been a while." She greeted the son of the Meatheads' chief.

"You're a sight for sore eyes. I was wondering when would we meet again, I missed you so..."

"Thanks, but you know, I've been busy on Berk." She cut him off not wanting to hear the rest of it. "By the way, Trader Johan told me an interesting story, he told me there were people riding dragons that commercialize here. Is it true?"

"Oh, I knew you'd end up finding out eventually… Yes, it's true."

"WHAT? But… How?"

"We didn't know at first. Really. And it is quite recent, that's why I didn't get to tell you before. And, in fact, it's not something easy to say. When they first started, maybe two or three years ago, they didn't say much about themselves, just that they were a very small tribe from far away that needed to commercialize once in a while, we barely saw them and they came in a ship like anyone else would. But then, all of a sudden, they revealed that they were friends with dragons and there were Terrible Terrors with them, dragons pulled their ships in at unbelievable speeds and they'd wait patiently on the ship until the humans returned until they decided to come on the dragons. And that's it."

"I still can't believe it. Someone mounting a dragon? Come on! We all know they're vicious creatures."

"I also would not believe it if I hadn't seen it myself. Now, if you'll excuse me, I'd like to stay with you but duty calls, my ship must be already loaded and ready for departure. My dad sent me on a mission and I must continue it."

Thuggory said as he reached for her hand and pressed a light kiss on the back of it, she resisted the urge to roll her eyes and then he walked away with quick steps.

Astrid crossed her arms and started to wander slowly as she thought about it. She'd doubt it until the end of the world, that is until she caught sight of two dragons flying considerably low but very fast, and the weirdest thing was that she could have sworn there were people on them.

The Chief of the Meatheads got closer to Berk's chief and greeted Stoick.

"Long time no see, Mogadon. How are you doing?"

"Same as always. What about you?"

"Great. Me too. We're just here for the Market Day, I hope we find some interesting stuff."

"There's always something interesting on my island."

"By the way, I've heard some crazy stories from Trader Johan, about a tribe that lives with dragons. Do you know anything about them?"

Mogadon sighed heavily, nodding his head slowly. Stoick raised an eyebrow.

"Unfortunately, yes. They come here once in a while. Actually, two of them just left. I didn't want that but it was hard to say no. Besides, as weird as is it, their dragons don't do anything wrong…"

"Don't joke with me, Mogadon. We all know it is impossible."

"I also wouldn't believe if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes. If you'd have gotten here a little earlier, you'd have seen it."

"And where did they go?"

"Oh, we don't know, never asked. And, Stoick, don't be a fool and follow them. We don't know what they're capable of. Besides, they're filthy traitors. They turned their back to their own species when they allied with those beasts…"

As soon as the chief of the Meatheads turned away saying he needed to check on something, Astrid got closer to Stoick.

"Chief, I saw two dragons with people. They were heading east. Neither of them was a Night Fury, though.

"Okay, then. Let's go east. Maybe we'll find something interesting."

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 7<strong>

Astrid was throwing her axe into trees. She was angry. She couldn't stand Snotlout hitting on her anymore. At the beginning she didn't really mind it, she just ignored him, now she wouldn't mind if one of those trees happened to be his enormous head.

Since Hiccup was killed by the Night Fury and Snotlout became the next heir, he had become rather cocky. Not that he wasn't before, but now he was unbearably so. Astrid pulled her double headed axe from a tree and observed the damage, somehow, she imagined Hiccup sardonically asking what the tree had done to her. Then, she'd shake those thoughts away fiercely.

Sometimes she couldn't believe it had been over a year since he had passed away. And she still felt a little guilty for his death. Stoick seemed well and kept up his chieftain duties normally, but deep down, she knew he had never gotten over his only son's death. And she didn't know how she could tell, she wasn't close to the mountain of a chief she had. She just could.

She sighed heavily, already tired from throwing her axe for hours nonstop so it was no surprise when she found herself sitting on the forest floor, resting her back on a tree. She remembered last night, her parents asking her if she wouldn't want to date the new heir to Berk's throne, saying how much other women would like the opportunity, but she just couldn't bring herself to like Snotlout.

It wasn't just because he was arrogant, cocky and petulant. That barely scratched the surface on why she hated him so much. She loathed the way he thought he was better than everyone else and how ignorant he could be. He was supposed to be preparing to be chief, yet he just couldn't behave like it. It was not that chiefs couldn't have fun or something, but they needed to be good leaders, make good decisions, and be at least a little smart.

Snotlout was not that person. Sometimes she wondered if Hiccup could've shown signs of being a better leader than his cousin and then she remembered how scrawny and clumsy he was at the age of 15, and rolled her eyes imagining that this village would be doomed either way.

She composed herself and walked back to the village, remembering she had yet to prepare for the trip. Tomorrow they'd leave for the Meatheads' island, because Stoick wanted them to be able to keep up good relationships with the near tribes, and had to teach Snotlout how to do it.

And all the teens the same age could go as well and Astrid found it great to just get off of the island for a while, even if she had to shove Snotlout into the sea a few times if he dared to hit on her again. And that's exactly what happened on the way to the Meatheads. More than once Stoick and Gobber had to fish the heir from the sea because of Astrid. But his uncle could hardly blame the girl for defending herself.

Not as soon as Astrid hoped, they reached the island of the Meatheads. And it didn't take long before she met Mogadon's son. Both chiefs were friends and so he introduced them his only son.

She had probably seen Thuggory before, but they weren't formally introduced until then. She was rather enchanted to meet him, he was handsome, strong and almost close to being modest. Especially in comparison to Snotlout.

"I have to admit I'm pleased to meet a girl as beautiful as you." Thuggory revealed to her when they found themselves alone.

"Am I supposed to be flattered?" She asked with a playful smile on her lips. She wondered if he could be the one that would steal her heart away like she had always wanted, after all, he was everything a girl could ask for. Handsome, strong, modest, elegant, a gentleman, yet still a true Viking.

But the more time she spent with him, the more similarities to Snotlout she saw. Although Thuggory had a much better sense of life and was way better chief-material than the heir of her tribe, there was still something lacking.

She wanted someone to really and deeply know her, someone who would want to get close to her for being herself and not only for being pretty. She wanted someone to challenge her and to show her the world with a different perspective just by being himself. She wanted someone with abilities that would mesmerize her and make her interested in his stuff too, someone that could be smart enough to be able to sit in the shadow of a tree on a lazy afternoon and be able to entertain her by talking about anything and everything.

Little did she know she was actually looking for someone like Hiccup, though she would probably never admit it even if she did. Even so, Thuggory was the closest one to being able to steal her heart.

* * *

><p>Far away from Berk, Cami watched in fear as dragon and rider disappeared into the cold and harsh waters of the sea.<p>

"Hiccup! Toothless!" Camicazi yelled, searching for them, Shimmer was flying very near the sea. Bork was looking for them as well, despite his bad sight and his fear.

Suddenly the Night Fury broke the surface, gasping for air. The swimming dragon soon found the red one, the humans on it and the Terrible Terrors flying around them. But his human was nowhere to be seen. The black dragon kept looking around, searching desperately.

"Where's Hiccup?" She asked, concerned, while Bork was yelling his name, until he saw a white blur hovering somewhere near the water, screeching like it had found something.

"Look, I think One Eye is trying to tell us something."

Everyone looked in that direction, Bork could not see, but there were a few bubbles underneath the white dragon. Toothless didn't think twice as he rapidly swam and submerged. A few seconds later, the black dragon broke the surface once again, this time with Hiccup being held in his fangless gums. Hiccup gasped for air, coughing the liquid out.

"Thanks, Bud…" The dragon crooned, a bit sad, but relieved to have his rider safe and sound. "You know, my metal leg and the sword I have on my waist were dragging me down. I could swim quite well before that, but with that heavy metal on my leg, I just couldn't reach the surface. Am I too heavy for you, bud?" The dragon glared at him.

"Oh, Hiccup, please, he's a Night Fury, and you're a scrawny boy. There's no way you'll pull him down" Camicazi answered in Toothless's place. "Now, give me your hand, we'll find a place to stay, and we need to find it soon."

"No, it's okay. I'll just reach the tail and open it so Toothless and I can fly out of here."

Hiccup said as he reached it and they flew away. It was a bit tricky, Toothless had to hold and support him so he wouldn't sink again while trying to get to it, but they managed. Luckily, they soon found an island on which they could land. Hiccup was drenched and shivering uncontrollably.

"Well, I-I guessss i-it was o-okay. No-no harm d-done, right?" He commented getting off of the black dragon's tail as soon as they landed. He was stuttering from the cold and rubbing his arms to try and regain some warmth.

"Yes, no harm done, unless you catch a cold or lose another limb that froze or maybe die from hypothermia or something…" Camicazi said sarcastically. "You need to get dry and warm now."

Toothless came next to his rider and sheltered him with his wing, blasting a few fallen branches on the floor near them to light a bonfire. Hiccup thanked him, while Camicazi got the blanket she brought on the journey and handed it to him. Bork immediately grabbed more sticks to add to the fire. It didn't take too long for the smoke to catch the attention of the ones who lived on the island and weren't too far away.

"What do we have here?" A voice said from the darkness, just then, the three humans and dragons realized just how exposed they were and that they didn't even bother to look around to see if they were safe. Hiccup felt stupid for being so reckless.

Suddenly, nets fell on them from what seemed to be out of nowhere. The moment they were in danger, Shimmer instantly disappeared in her camouflage defense technique.

"Chief Eret, there are humans with the dragons," One of the men said, noticing the boys and the girl under the nets with the dragons they had captured. There were a bunch of Terrible Terrors and a Night Fury. The men didn't realize until then that there was something more under the nets with the dragons.

Toothless growled very angrily, sending shivers down the spines of the captors, one of them, the one referred as the chief was about to hit them with tranquilizers, when Hiccup raised up his arms yelling, "We surrender!" Camicazi's mouth dropped, but she still held her sword firmly.

"How is this a plan?" She asked, hissing.

"Trust me, just go with it."

They were taken to a dungeon, not very far away, without any other words than the directions they'd have to go. In the dungeons, there were a lot of dragons imprisoned, each one in a cell, most of them had huge and heavy metal doors on them, since the dragons could breathe fire, but some were open, revealing grated doors with dragons inside, they had their mouths tied shut with leader straps, so they wouldn't melt the grates. Needless to say the dragons looked weak and unhappy.

"Take the kids to an empty cell on the south side," the chief said and two men started shoving them in that direction, Stormcloud drew herself into Camicazi's arms, trying to be invisible; she was scared, but ready to defend her human if needed. Bork's Terrors were surrounding him as well, being on the floor, in the air or even on his shoulders. Except for one.

"What about the Terrible Terrors, Sir?"

"Leave them with the kids, who cares about them, anyway? They're so tiny that they look like flying chameleons instead of dragons. But the Night Fury is special, I'll take it to the north side."

As soon as Toothless saw that they were taking him in a different direction than Hiccup, he started growling, snarling and fighting the 7 men holding him.

"You know, you can take us anywhere, but that dragon is going to fight and resist every step of the way, unless you let him stay with me," Hiccup said while being taken away, the two men didn't let him stop to tell that to their chief. Eret didn't listen to him. That is until a few hours later, when he came up to the kids' cell, but meanwhile, the three of them sat on the dirty ground of the prison.

"We're doomed. How are we gonna escape?"

"Don't worry, Bork, we have a Night Fury, remember?"

"I don't want to be a nag, but if you haven't noticed, Toothless isn't here. Besides, he can't fly anyway," Camicazi said frustrated. She was thinking about Shimmer, how could the red dragon just abandon her like that?

"Maybe not right now. And all he needs is a new rope, we can get one here. And now we have shelter for the night."

"Whatever, you can't keep a Bog Burglar under lock and key. I'll find a way out with or without Toothless... or Shimmer."

"You haven't noticed?" Bork asked softly.

"What?" She asked, still a bit angry.

"We were being followed the whole way by an invisible sound. And I'm not saying invisible just because I can't see well, I'm saying it because there was something following us, and it is actually right behind us. Maybe I can listen to it better because my sight is awful, but I'm certain that there is something just there." As he said that, on the other side of the grate, a Changewing stopped camouflaging, allowing itself to be seen.

"Shimmer! You didn't abandon me!" She said running up to the grate and touching the red scales. "Quick, hide again, I think someone's coming!" The dragon did as she was told and soon footsteps approached. It was Eret.

"Why did you say that about the dragon?" The chief asked Hiccup.

"Because it is the truth. If you bring my dragon back to me, he'll be fine, I can calm him down"

"Your dragon? He's my dragon now. All the dragons in here are my property. I'm the greatest collector of dragons in the world," He said proudly, "Soon all the dragons will belong to me."

"Really?" Came the scrawny boy's sarcastic question. "You say they'll be yours but they don't listen to you. They don't like you because you've taken away their freedom. They want to escape from you. Toothless is different. He _wants_ to be with me at all costs."

"Toothless? You mean the Night Fury? You named that thing? And why such ridiculous name? He almost bite a few men's hands off with his teeth!"

"That's for me to know and you not. Now, if he's giving you too much trouble, just tell him that if he stops, you'll bring him back to me. Just watch if he's going to behave after that."

The chief laughed at that. Irritated, Camicazi stood up, hands on her hips as she walked to the metal grate right in front of their captor.

"Now, you listen to me. Hiccup is telling the truth. Don't want to agree with it? Fine. Go deal with the offspring of lightening and death itself, let's see who will fall first, a bunch of stupid humans or the deadliest dragon of all times. I've seen that dragon blow up a monster the size of a mountain, not that you're going to believe it anyway. But since we are your prisoners, I demand you to bring us stuff we need, like food, covers and some ointment to help heal our cuts, since Bork got himself a few scratches."

She blurted out in a very demanding tone of voice. The three guys were so surprised that they didn't say anything for a few seconds, Bork was so shocked that he didn't even think about correcting her and saying he didn't have any injuries. One of the men who worked for Eret approached his chief a bit concerned, looking like he wanted to talk to him.

"I think I just fell in love with that girl…" the chief said jokingly to the man who just arrived.

"Oh, don't be stupid, I don't even know your name. I demand you bring me what we need at once!"

"It's Eret, son of Eret. Now, if you excuse me, I must go now."

He turned away and left with the man, leaving the kids and their dragons by themselves.

"Well, now, we'll also get food along with the shelter," Hiccup said as soon as he pulled himself together after the shock. Even the dragons were a bit surprised.

"Hm… But I'm not hurt…" Bork finally managed to say.

"I know, in fact it is not for you, it is for that Thunderdrum in the cell next to us. We can reach it through the bars. I just figured they wouldn't bring it if I told them it was for the dragon…"

Later that night, another man brought them what they needed. Hiccup covered himself up, and started eating a bit of the bread and hot soup. It wasn't tasty, but it was better than starving the whole night. He sat on the floor, drying himself off, he wasn't as wet as before, but he was still cold and up. He wanted to see Toothless again, to be sure he was really okay, even though he was a Night Fury and could take care of himself, and Hiccup wanted to be sure his buddy was really fine.

Meanwhile, on the other side of the dungeon, Eret was watching at least 11 of his men trying to contain the black-scaled dragon without success, and he couldn't stop wondering if what the girl said was true. Did that dragon, smaller than a Monstrous Nightmare, really fight and win against a monster dragon the size of a mountain? If it was true, how much power did that dragon really have? Maybe it could kill them all and was just waiting for the right moment to strike. His mind was settled then.

"You, dragon!" Eret yelled to the beast that had finally stopped struggling, in reaction, for a moment. The men round him had also stopped to pay attention to their chief, whose attempt to talk to the 'mindless' animal was unexpected. "If you want to see your human friend alive again, stop fighting and follow me."

Toothless' eyes softened for a brief moment as he heard about his human, but he didn't dare look any less deadly than he could be. He stopped struggling and followed obediently until they reached the kids' cell. Eret opened the door and Toothless entered, crooning happily to see Hiccup and his friends unharmed. He soon turned with slit pupils to Eret as he locked the door.

"But that's insane. How do you control them like that?"

"That's the thing. I don't control him. He wants to be with me. When he complies with something I ask, he doesn't do that because I make him do it, he does it because he wants to. And that's the difference between us. Once you treat the dragons like beings that earn the respect they deserve, they'll do the same. And when you free them, they'll stay with you because they'll want to, instead of being held by prison doors."

That was something that wouldn't ever leave Eret's mind again. And he did notice the ointment on the green Thunderdrum's scales as he left.

* * *

><p><strong>So, guys, you know the drill, please leave me a review on your way out, they're very important for the improvement of the story and it will only take you a minute or so. <strong>

**Besides, the more reviews I get, the faster I'll try to update! **

_**Itban Fuyu **_


	9. Unwanted Guests

**First, I'd like to thank everyone for the reviews, I'm getting some great ones and I feel wonderful in reading them! Thank you all!**

**And, as always, thanks to my beta, Ladipretender, this chap is now corrected! :D **

**I'm so very sorry it took so long, but I was in tests period in uni and it was hard to keep up... It's finally over now and I can go back to writing again! **

**Talking with NightsAnger, I had the idea to put a short intro that reviews the previous chapter, I hope it will help you all follow the story. Thank you so much, NightsAnger! **

**And I know some people are asking to make it Hicami, and believe me, I want it to, but I don't really know if it will work for several reasons that I can't say or I might give some spoilers, so, at least for a while, I'm gonna keep it 'Hicstrid with hints of Hicami'. **

**Sorry if there's mistakes and all, I revised them and my friend did read it too, but there's always something that escapes it, since English is not my native language, it's still a bit hard to write, but I'll never be good at it if I don't try it. **

**Read and enjoy! :D **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Cami and Eret went to the Meatheads' island on Market day and so did Stoick, Gobber and the young adults of their tribe. The people of Berk soon find out that what they thought was impossible was true, there is a tribe that rides dragons, so they head in the same direction just to see if they'd find something interesting. <em>

**Chapter 8**

**Unwanted Guests**

"So, what are you doing, Bork?"

Hiccup asked curiously, approaching with slow steps. The younger man smiled as he recognized his chief. Since Bork's vision wasn't good, he could only recognize people by their sounds or when they were very close to him. Although in this case, he recognized Hiccup at that distance by the black dragon shaped blur, he knew it was Toothless so the person with him could only be Hiccup. The dragon wouldn't be walking around the village without its favorite human.

"Good afternoon, Hiccup. I'm glad to see you're feeling better and on your feet again."

"You mean foot," he joked, gesturing to his prosthetic. Bork rolled his brown eyes.

"Anyway, I'm just working on my Terrible Terror training. I divided them in two groups of three. They're patrolling for me. I mean, since I don't have enough courage to fly a dragon of my own and I can't see far away, I've started training them to fly around the island, searching for suspicious stuff."

"And I thought the most difficult thing you'd make them do is fetch you stuff…" Hiccup said impressed, remembering that last time he saw Bork training dragons, he'd show them a picture and they brought him what he needed, soon, he managed to ask for what he wanted and they'd get it correctly. "How does it work?"

"It takes them about an hour to circle the island, they don't go very far. Right now Patience, Innocence and Arrogance are probably finishing their lap. When they come back, if they find something unusual, they'll warn me. I made this chart, when they see a ship or a dragon that is not from here, they point it out on the chart. I also put the numbers from one to ten, so they can tell me how many there are. And I'm making another chart so they can also show me the species of the dragon that is coming."

"How nice! Did they already spot something?"

"For now, just wild dragons. Thankfully, no ships, yet."

Suddenly, a reddish dragon landed on Bork's head in such an abrupt way that almost made the scrawny boy lose his balance. The dragon just growled as if to show he was there and then he flew off of his head, going to the ground a few meters away.

"Well, they're back," he declared, extending his bony arm so other two dragons could land. With his free hand, Bork showed the chart for them, but they didn't even look at it. "That's how you know they didn't find anything," he explained before turning to the dragons. "Innocence, Patience, go rest with Arrogance. I'll feed you guys soon."

"The three of them are so alike, it still amazes me how you can differentiate between them." Hiccup commented, looking at the two reddish dragons flying off toward the third one.

"It's easy once you get used to them. They are very similar, but their personalities are completely different. Now, it's time to send One Eye, Horrorcow, and Wodensfang patrolling." The young man announced going to the two brown dragons and the white one, so he could send them off.

Hiccup turned and started walking to the Great Hall of the village so he and Toothless could eat dinner.

Two days later, Hiccup was feeling even better. He was now able to walk normally and maybe even run if he tried. He had plans for flying with Toothless later too.

"Hi. I forgot to tell you before, but I left the scrap metal for you in the forge."

"Thanks. I'd get it myself today, you didn't need to bother doing that."

"It wasn't a problem, really. Eret did this, actually. He was the one who left it there for me. I was with him, though."

"Thanks anyway."

"Well, it's not like you can carry much weight."

"Toothless'd help me." He said before letting out a heavy sigh as he looked to the horizon.

"Are you okay?" Camicazi's voice was soft and caring. Sometimes she could be the sweetest girl he had ever met, sometimes she could be the toughest one; only one other girl he knew could match her fierceness.

"Yeah, it's just… I'm worried…"

"Let me guess, because of the Berserkers?"

"Obviously. It's just that it's been around a week since I saw them and they haven't shown up yet. Why is that? Are they planning some kind of trap for us? Or maybe they're regrouping? I don't know and I can't go to find out, let alone send someone to go. It's too dangerous…"

"I could go if you let me. Or Eret. By the way I'm the one who taught you everything you know about sword fighting."

"I know. Thanks for that. But I can put anyone at risk. It could be even worse… If only I knew what their plan is… it'd make things easier."

"Maybe they gave up when they figured out we knew their plan. They might be counting on the element of surprise. Maybe they're stalling just for us to think they gave up so they can attack. Who knows? But you can't keep worrying about that…"

"How can I not worry, Cami? It's not like we can match up against an entire armada with over 100 ships."

"We're not alone, Hiccup. We have dragons."

"Yeah, I know… But we are a very small tribe…"

"Stop whining, Hiccup, or I might throw you off of the cliff…" She joked, rolling her blue orbs. When she was younger, she used to tie her hair up in a ponytail, now she usually left it down, which made her develop the habit of twisting a blond strand around her fingers, especially when she was joking.

"Okay, I'll stop. But you should think about the Night Fury that will be jumping off to catch me. He doesn't deserve that…"

"What he doesn't deserve is a whining fishbone for a rider…" She joked and felt her purple Terrible Terror landing on her shoulder softly. The dragon screeched to get her attention and then pointed to the ocean, nodding her head towards the open sea. "What is it girl? Do you wanna play?" Stormcloud kept pointing there.

"Maybe she wants to tell us something?" He wondered.

"Hiccup! Hiccup!" Bork yelled getting closer, he only knew where to go because of the Night Fury's dark shape resting along with two human shapes and a red one he knew was Shimmer. There was a pack of Terrible Terrors after the running man.

"Slow down, Bork. Breathe first and talk later." The young man inhaled heavily a couple of times before managing to speak.

"Patience just spotted a ship, south-west from here."

"The Berserkers?"

"I don't think so, it was only one."

"Couldn't it be one of our fishing boats? We often go fish off to the south."

"No, I trained them to only warn me when it's an unknown ship."

"Thanks, Bork. I'm going to check it out." Hiccup declared.

"And I'm coming with you." She said and before he had time to open his mouth, she continued. "Don't you even try to complain, it's just one, it can't be that dangerous. And, actually, you weren't supposed to be flying."

"In fact, it is okay now, thank you very much. I'm feeling great," He mumbled stubbornly, quickly mounting on Toothless and clicking his metal leg into the pedal.

The Night Fury was eager to fly, as soon as he heard the click, he opened his wings and flapped off the ground faster than Camicazi could jump on Shimmer's back. The black dragon headed southwest, his eyes looking over the water with attention and so did his rider. The red Changewing rapidly followed.

Finally, they saw it. One single ship, with a wrecked sail on it. The boat's wood was damaged and a bit burnt, like it had been the scene of a fierce battle. It looked like it had been drifting off. The sail was useless, but Hiccup could see traces of its crest from afar. It was a symbol he couldn't easily forget. In fact, he wouldn't ever forget it. It was Berk's crest.

"Look at the state of this ship! I wonder what happened… Dragons around here aren't aggressive to humans…" She commented, noticing the burns around the hull. If they were drifting like it seemed to be, they probably lost the oars during the chaos.

"Unless they're threatened, Cami. This ship is from Berk. You know they hate dragons…"

"How do you know?" her question came automatically.

"Duh. I lived there for ¾ of my life, remember? I'd recognize the crest anywhere…"

"You're right… So what are we gonna do?" She inquired anxiously. She knew he didn't want to be recognized out of fear they'd hate him for running away, or so he said to her years ago. But she also knew he wouldn't leave anyone in need behind, let alone his old tribe members.

"Jump with me on Toothless and send Shimmer to go see them close. If she camouflages, they won't see her. They haven't yelled yet, so they might not have seen us…"

Camicazi agreed and jumped off of her Changewing to Toothless's saddle, right behind Hiccup. She wasn't scared; she trusted them and she knew they'd catch her if it was necessary. Shimmer understood what she needed to do and flew down, stealthy as ever. Soon she came back flying and screeching happily. The girl jumped back onto her red dragon.

"I think it's okay to approach. Shimmer seems to be relaxed and confident. If there was a problem, she'd look worried…"

"Let's get closer, then," He replied and Toothless flew down, with Shimmer and Camicazi right behind them.

As they got closer, they saw what was wrong with the people on the ship, why they hadn't seen them flying, or yelled at them or even tried to attack them. They were passed out. All of them were unconscious.

"Maybe they were drifting for too long? Insolation or something? Maybe they've been without food or water for a long time?" Camicazi questioned out loud, almost like she was reading Hiccup's mind. He was arriving at the same hypothesis.

"Yeah, I guess so… We need to take them to our island…"

"I wouldn't expect less from you. I'm jumping on the boat to find some ropes so we can pull it."

She said as she boldly jumped off her dragon again. Hiccup'd do this too, if Toothless could fly without him on his back or if there was enough space for the dragon to land. Camicazi found ropes, which she tied to the ship. Soon both dragons had pulled it back to the Strike Tribe's docks.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 8<strong>

Two days passed since they were captured and the things that Hiccup boy said wouldn't leave Eret's mind. He always looked at his dragons, his prizes like objects. That time when he saw that untamed black beast enter a cell actually being happy because of a human shocked him beyond anything he could ever expect. Now, it was hard not to feel at least a little bit of pity as he looked at his dragons. Though he quickly shut it out most of the time.

He also noticed that the green Thunderdrum in the cell nearest the kids seemed a lot better. He was almost completely healed, he looked stronger and healthier than before, but he didn't know why or how it happened. Sometimes, Eret observed the kids' cell from afar; it was intriguing to see how the deadliest dragon he ever laid eyes on looked like an overgrown cat most of the time. A big, bored and peevish cat, but a cat nonetheless. Eret also wondered why the dragon just didn't blast everything away and fly off. He didn't notice the prosthetic back then, or know what that would do.

Other interesting thing he observed were how the tiny dragons interacted with the kids. Like they wanted to be with them. How could that be? He kept wondering.

One time, at night, Eret approached the cell. The two boys were fast asleep, and the pretty girl seemed to be drifting off to sleep as well with her tiny purple dragon. The Terrible Terrors crawled around the boy named Bork like a cover and slept softly. But the Night Fury opened his toxic green eyes, pupils as narrow as slits. The dragon didn't move, just kept looking at him from the other side of the bars, his wings securely around the scrawny human named Hiccup.

"I don't understand. Why do you obey this boy?" Eret asked the black dragon, not even believing he was actually talking to the beast like it could understand him "You could do whatever you want, it's not like he has control over you."

The dragon snorted, Eret could have sworn he did it on purpose like he wanted to say 'of course I can do whatever I want, I'm a Night Fury.'

"Oh, yeah? Then why don't you just break everything up and fly away?" Toothless snorted again and looked at Hiccup, then, he lowered his head to rest and closed his eyes, ignoring their captor.

"Okay, now you just ignore me. Great. And I'm still talking to the dragon…" He rolled his eyes and turned to leave when the green Thunderdrum approached, growling.

The dragon once had a few rope marks and cuts from when he struggled against capture, however, the wounds were practically healed, Eret somehow knew that it was because of the kids. They probably helped him with the ointment the girl asked for.

Since Thunderdrums don't shoot fire, his cell didn't need to have the heavy metal fire protection, but the dragon needed to be fitted with the metal muzzle all the time, except for feeding and drinking at least once a day.

Eret could see the anger in the dragon's eyes. And why wouldn't it be? He had chained him, muzzled him and locked him in a tiny cell just to call him his property. It had actually been normal for him, only days before. But now, looking at how the dragons reacted with the kids, he started thinking about dragons like animals with feelings and wills. Even though part of him constantly told himself it was ridiculous.

"I've hurt you, haven't I?" he asked the dragon softly, he was so surprised it took him a second or two to realize that it was his own voice speaking, "I'm sorry."

The dragon soon soothed before his eyes, he was clearly less angry. Maybe, he appreciated the apology of the human. Eret sighed, trying not to think how insane he was, when he heard shouts. "We're being attacked!" "Outcasts!" the men kept yelling while grabbing weapons. Eret ran to the dungeon's entrance.

There were lots of Outcast ships on the sand and a bunch of men jumping onto the shore. One of them was a really tall, strong, and menacing looking man, Eret had heard stories of him, he was the leader of the Outcasts, Alvin the Treacherous.

"I want your dragons." He said, grinning evilly. The truth is, he heard about the dragon collection, and he wanted it for himself.

The men who followed Eret started fighting, but he soon saw that they'd be at a disadvantage. He went back to the dungeons to grab more weapons, when he heard Hiccup's voice yelling and asking what was happening.

"We are under attack…" was Eret's reply.

"But, why?" He asked again. Eret walked closer to the cell the boy was in.

"Isn't it obvious? He wants my dragons."

"Wait, maybe we could help you."

"Don't fool me. I know you'll run away as soon as I open this door."

"What? No!" He said stubbornly, "Just open this door, and even if I wasn't going to help, how good can we do locked in here?"

"Okay, then. I'll let you out" Eret opened the door before running out again to try and help defend his place.

"Now we only need a rope for Toothless's tail fin and we can go. You ready, Shimmer?" Camicazi asked her dragon that soon turned visible, the Changewing didn't leave them, she only waited patiently, camouflaged on the outside.

"I just can't leave them like that. They all might all die."

"They deserved it, I mean, they locked us in here for days! That was ridiculous!"

"He's changing his mind about dragons. I can make them understand the truth. Change the way they view the dragons."

"Hiccup, you're being too optimistic. Some people just won't change," Camicazi said, sighing sadly.

"Look, you can go ahead if you want to, I'm not gonna stop you. Toothless and I can catch up later. Besides, you know we could have gotten out days ago, we just stayed in there for a little longer."

"Oh, Hiccup, you know we won't just abandon you. We're a team now." Bork said.

"Thanks. I need you to free all the dragons."

"That was what you wanted all along, isn't it?" The blond asked, crossing her arms with a playful smirk on her lips. "To free the dragons?"

"Obviously. We can't just leave them here, can we?"

"No, we can't. Leave that to us, you and Toothless go and stall them."

"Yes, ma'am," He said jokingly and ran to get a rope with his faithful dragon right behind. He soon found what he needed and connected the pedal to the prosthetic tail fin, jumping in the saddle. Toothless was happy and relieved to finally be airborne again.

The Night Fury flew so fast in the darkness that he was almost invisible. Hiccup heard a faint cry of, "Night Fury! Get down!" from desperate people down there, especially the Outcasts, since Toothless's blasts were directed towards the ships. The shore was in chaos. It was the perfect distraction. Just then, the Outcasts saw the dragons leaving the dungeon. All of them were free again.

"No! My dragons!" Eret exclaimed.

"Hey, Outcasts. It is over now. The dragons are gone and so is the reason for you to be here." Hiccup said when Toothless landed in front of what seemed to be the Outcast's leader. "And if you don't want to be destroyed by the Night Fury, you'll leave right away." The men didn't need a second thought, they turned and left running. Alvin, however, was not scared, but amazed. There was a freaking fishbone of a boy sitting on a Night Fury in front of his eyes! He couldn't ignore that. But he also knew he couldn't do anything at that moment, surrounded by chicken idiots.

"It is not over, dragon boy." Alvin said as he walked away. He wasn't a highly intelligent person, but he wasn't stupid. He knew it'd be pointless to stay there alone, so he left with the rest of the Outcasts that were still alive after all of that mess.

There was a moment of silence as Hiccup, Toothless, Eret and his men stared at the ships going away. It was a matter of seconds since the Night Fury started attacking; the Outcasts were surprised and not prepared by its power. Then, Eret blurted out, incredibly mad.

"My dragons! You freed my dragons! All of them are gone!"

"Well, you were gonna lose them anyway. The difference is that the Outcasts would probably kill everyone around here to get what they want." Hiccup said, dismounting from his dragon. "And sorry, but that's kinda of what I wanted to do all along. We could have escaped the first night. I just didn't want to leave the dragons caged like that."

"But they were mine! And now they're gone! I've lost every single one of them!"

"Really?" Hiccup asked, sounding a bit surprised, Eret was confused until the boy point somewhere behind him. Eret turned and saw one dragon standing there. It was that green Thunderdrum from before. The man was stunned.

"B-but how?"

"I guess one of them didn't want to leave, after all."

Days passed by since then.

Eret got more curious about the dragons. He actually wanted to see the truth about them. And a few of his men decided to leave, but others wanted to keep following him. Since the dragons on the island were a bit frightened by the hunters, they usually stayed far away from them, except for the Thunderdrum who quickly got attached to Eret.

"So, we're back on a ship…" Camicazi said, bored.

"Well, for now, yeah. We don't really have a choice; I mean, there's Eret and seven more men now, it's not like we can take them on our dragons. Not all of them. All we have to do now is find a good place to dock so they can meet dragons too."

"Yeah, but it takes too long…"

"What if the dragons pulled the ship?" Bork suggested. "They can hold ropes we tie onto the ship and they can pull it. It will be faster then, right?"

"Yeah, I guess so," The girl agreed.

And that's what they did, started pulling the ship, it wasn't so difficult for the three big dragons. Soon, they reached a deserted island about half the size of the whole island of Berk. And they decided to dock there. During the trip, Hiccup told them about what he wished for: a place where dragons and humans could live peacefully together. "That place could be right here," Camicazi suggested as they looked around the beautiful island.

"Yeah. You're right." He answered. And simple as that, they began to establish their home in that spot.

First, they verified that the island was really deserted, and when they found nothing but wild yaks, pigs and dragons, they claimed the place as their own. Secondly, they built a big hut so they could safely sleep; they finished it right before a rainy night. After that, they constructed a forge, so Hiccup could make all the tools they'd need. Only then did they start building their houses. Meanwhile, all the men who hadn't had a dragon for themselves shortly started to befriend at least one.

The house for Camicazi and her dragons was the first one they started building. Not only because she was the only lady, but also because she only slept in the bigger communal hut when it looked like it'd rain at night. "I don't have a problem if it was just you and Bork, but I don't really feel safe with all those men next to me, sorry. Even though Shimmer'd probably throw acid on them if they got too close." That was her explanation when Hiccup asked why she didn't like to sleep there.

"You know what, I think we need a name for us," Camicazi said during dinner one night. They were all sitting together around a bonfire eating and talking; their dragons lying down next them.

"What? Why?" Bork asked, confused as he fed his pack of Terrible Terrors.

"Isn't it obvious? We're a group. An awesome group that rides dragons. We'll soon be noticed and famous. People will get to know us and so we need a very cool name so we can be known all over the Archipelago!"

"Ok, so what about The Destructors?" Eret suggested, chuckling.

"People already are afraid and hate dragons, I think we needed a name that's a little less frightening…" reasoned Bork.

"He's right. We don't want another reason to be attacked by Vikings, but we also need a name that will make them keep a safe distance." Hiccup said.

"What about the Strike Tribe?" The girl asked, excited, standing up.

"It sounds nice, but why this name?"

"Well, first, it sounds very cool, it's strong but not too threatening. Second, Toothless is one of the few dragons we know from the Strike Class, and one of the most powerful that we've ever seen. Besides, his rider is kind of our leader, so it makes sense."

"Oh, wait a minute. I never asked to be the chief!"

"But you know you are, Hiccup, whether you want it or not. We always seek your guidance, you're always planning something, this whole idea was yours, and you were the first dragon rider in history! I think those are reasons enough to make you chief!" She explained. Bork quickly agreed, Eret ended up complying and so did the men who worked for him when he was collecting dragons. "See? Its unanimous, you're the official chief now."

"Wait, so that's it? You're just gonna vote in me? I didn't ask for that!"

"Yeah, but you were born a leader. And maybe we could share the responsibility, Eret knows a lot about leadership and I'm still the heir of the Bog Burglars and my mom did teach me a lot over the past years."

"Okay, then. I accept. Seems like I don't have a choice, anyway…" Hiccup complained, agreeing.

After a few weeks, they soon realized they'd need some things like new clothes, more paper and ink for Hiccup's designs, and other stuff they couldn't produce or get on the island. They needed to commercialize. It was only natural for them to begin doing it with the Bog Burglars, the only tribe that wouldn't get too scared when they got there mounted on dragons. Unfortunately, they knew they'd need to expand their commerce.

"What about we start with the Meatheads?" Bork suggested. "Once a month, on an specific day they hold a big Market Day, open to anyone who comes willing to sell, trade or buy anything. They usually don't ignore anyone who wants to come, what is more important for them on this day is making money."

"Which days?" Hiccup asked, curious.

"It's the day 14th day of every month. And even if we don't come on our dragons at first, we'll probably mention the truth. But at the same time, if we appear on our dragons, they might not accept us and not allow us there ever again. On a Market Day, Mogadon, the chief, usually stays around the docks to greet known people and to accept new visitors."

"How do you know so much about them?" Eret asked, confused.

"I lived there my whole life. So maybe I should go the first time to try and help out? Maybe I could talk to the chief and if something goes wrong we can just fly away?" The truth was, he was scared about doing it, but he also knew it was something they needed to do.

"Are you sure you want to do it?" Came the unusually soft voice of Camicazi.

"'Want' is a strong word, but I'm willing to do wherever it takes to help out. I mean, I know I can't do much. I can't see properly, so it's hard for me to patrol, I'm not too strong to help in any physical activities and I'm not creative like Hiccup to invent all the stuff he built like the feeding stations for dragons. So if can do at least that, then I will." He answered sincerely.

"Okay then. I think we should go as we truly are. But only when we absolutely need it. Our trips in there shall be quick and uneventful. Our dragons must be close to us at all times and controlled, so they won't accidentally mess up with anyone. Does everyone agree?"

"Look, I'm all about danger and stuff, but I'm actually a bit scared. Maybe we can go there by ship and let them get used to us before going on dragons. Besides, what are you going to do if there are people from Berk there?"

"Okay, you do have a good point, Cami… So next month, we grab Eret's ship and our dragons pull us there in no time, we hide them, we buy wherever we need and we're out."

Hiccup declared and they all agreed. At the morning of the next 14th, they were getting close to the Meathead's island. That time, Hiccup had already turned 18, he looked different than he used to when he left Berk, but he could still be recognized. So while Camicazi was commenting that they were probably the first ones to get there, Hiccup turned to Eret and said.

"I want you to pretend to be the chief. Maybe not the chief of the tribe, but at least the leader of this ship."

"I am the leader of this ship, it belongs to me."

"You know what I mean. I want you to talk with them. I don't want to be recognized. You came from faraway lands, they won't know you. But I'm from around here, so…" He said as he covered his face with the hood of his cape, his thoughts already designing a helmet that'd cover his face.

Eret agreed. On the other side of the boat, Hiccup saw Camicazi also pulling up her hood. Neither one of them wanted to be known or recognized. It was decided that Bork didn't need to come, and that was something he was actually okay with. He was probably considered dead, whether his tribe knew it or not, he left them anyway. Eret didn't say much about them, only that they were a new tribe from the Far East and that they needed to commercialize. He only said his name because Mogadon insisted.

After the acceptance, they hopped off the ship, but not before Hiccup left baskets full of fish for the three dragons hidden in the ship's basement compartment.

Walking around the shops, Hiccup remembered the few times he visited on Market Day with his father. The Hooligans and the Meatheads were at peace, and sometimes, some people of Berk came there, his father didn't do this too often, a chief has his duties, but they went together once or twice when he was only a boy. He didn't remember much, though, only the merchants yelling their sales or a few discussions here and there, usual Viking stuff. Nothing had changed.

Hiccup finally found what he needed; new leather gloves that he could use in the forge. Though he could make them himself with a nice piece of leather, he preferred to work with metal, except when making saddles. When he had almost reached it, another hand suddenly grabbed it first. He was surprised and so was the person who didn't realize his presence.

"I'm sorry. I didn't see that you wanted it."

"No, it's okay, you can have it," He said nervously, recognizing the girl's voice.

"That's fine. I was actually getting it for a friend who couldn't come. He's a smith, but I think these gloves are too small for him…"

Under the shadow of his hood, he tried to look around. If Astrid was here, maybe his dad was too. And if he saw him, it'd be a problem. As far as Hiccup knew, his father probably hated him for running away and turning his back on the tribe, him knowing about Toothless or not.

"Are you the smith? I guess they'd fit you, right?"

"Yes, they're my size." He said as he remembered that Gobber liked the gloves they made at the Meatheads. "You know, maybe he'll like these ones." He handed her another pair of gloves, because even though his former mentor only had one hand, they were sold by the pair.

"Thanks."

She said smiling. Hiccup always knew she was pretty, but he rarely saw her smiling. Astrid looked beautiful, even more so than he remembered. Her golden locks were tied down in a side braid now, and he wondered since when she started wearing it like that. She was still dressed in blue, but it was a darker tone than what she used to wear when they were 15.

Astrid bought them and then left. He kept staring at her back for a couple of minutes, still a bit dazzled by her beauty. That is until he saw the girl being called by a tall red bearded man, also known as Stoick the Vast. Hiccup gulped and turned to leave with quick steps. Soon they had what they needed and then they set sail back to their island.

It took almost a year for them to come with the dragons, at least with the dragons in sight. The Strike Tribe weren't regulars at Market Day, they only went when they needed something specific, so they decided to wait to present the dragons. First, they began showing up with the Terrible Terrors. The people there were scared and it took a lot to get used to it. Only then did they come on their dragons. By then, they were getting pretty famous around the Archipelago; that was when Trader Johan saw the group.

* * *

><p><strong>Liking it so far? Let me know!<strong>

**By the way, at the beginning, I said that NightsAnger gave me the idea to ****put a short intro that reviews the previous chapter, I hope it will help you all follow the story, please let me know if it was useful, if it is, I'll keep it up. **

_**Itban Fuyu **_
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**Thank you guys so much for the support and reviews, I appreciate it very much, please keep doing it!**

**And thanks, Ladipretender, for editing this story for me! :D **

**And I know people are saying that the present part is too short, well, that changes now. From this chapter, the present part and the flashback are probably going to be around the same or the present will be bigger than the flashback. **

**Read, enjoy and review! **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Bork's trained dragons spotted a single ship on the horizon so Hiccup and Cami went to investigate. They found out it was a drifting Berkian's ship and Hiccup decides to bring them to their tribe.<em>

**Chapter 9**

**Welcome to the Strike Tribe**

Hiccup was nervous. Not to mention scared, and apprehensive. He gulped as his father stirred. All the Hooligans found on the ship were put in the beds of the communal hut they built the first time they landed there. It was day, but since they had closed every window and door, the place was considerably dark, with only a gap in the window right behind Hiccup.

Since he had lost the helmet he used with his flying gear, he couldn't utilize it to hide his face, so he had to improvise with a hooded cloak. And that's also why he left the only source of light behind him; with the hood on, his father would only see his silhouette. For Hiccup, his father believed he was a disgrace to the tribe and their whole tradition and he probably didn't want to see him ever again. Hiccup didn't really want to know how much his father hated him, so he chose to hide himself.

"Where am I?" His dad's voice called him out of his reverie.

Nostalgia filled up his heart, it had been five years since he last heard that voice, and he barely remembered how it sounded. Hiccup had sat in front of his father for a couple of minutes now, and he couldn't help but notice the white hair sprinkled in his beard, he was sure the Hooligan didn't have it when he had last seen him.

"You're safe. You're all safe." Hiccup said giving him a cup of water, which Stoick gratefully accepted. "We found your ship off of our shores. We're fixing it. Would you mind if I asked what happened?"

"What happened? Dragons, of course. As soon as we saw those beasts we attacked, but they made a mess of our boat…" Hiccup exchanged looks with Camicazi. The dragons around this place were usually kind and docile, since they lived around good people, but if they were attacked, they'd certainly defend themselves with all they had. "Thanks for saving us. We're very grateful. But where is your chief? I bet he'd like to talk to us."

"I am the chief. And it's okay. We don't need anything in exchange, if that's what you're thinking." Hiccup knew that was it, his father was definitely a good leader, and if he received help from strangers, he'd want to compensate them somehow. "There's food and water over there. I think you've been drifting for a few days, so you're all probably very tired. Heather will show you around the village as soon as you're fed and well."

"Thanks. I'm Stoick, by the way. Who are you?"

"I-I'm Ric," He almost stuttered, he wasn't thinking about a fake name, so he used the same one he had when he introduced himself to the Bog Burglars. Camicazi tried hard not to laugh, she managed to just smile a little, luckily no one but Hiccup noticed. "And this is Camicazi." He introduced her. "We took your weapons, but we'll give them back once your ship is entirely repaired and you can go."

"Okay, but why'd you take them? It's not like we'd attack. It's not only stupid since we're at a disadvantage but also an outrage."

"Just for safety. We don't want you to accidentally attack any member of our tribe." Then, he nodded to the girl standing next them, it was a signal. She whistled and it only took a couple of seconds for a purple Terrible Terror to enter the hut by the half open window and land in her arms.

"This is Stormcloud. She's harmless and a very dear friend. And so are the other dragons here." She explained while Stoick was totally agape. His hands instinctively tried to get a weapon, but he found none. The little dragon just looked at him curiously, not daring to leave her human's embrace.

"Please don't try to attack, it'll only scare them. I know you hate dragons, I'm not asking you to like them, just not to attack while you're on our island. Don't worry, it'll only take around a day. Two, tops." Hiccup said raising his hands as he tried to calm Stoick down. "We'll leave now, but Heather will come soon to show you around. She'll be your guide and this is the place where you'll stay for the night."

As he stood up, he felt the need to lean on the chair's backrest. He was indeed feeling better, but he wasn't feeling totally fine yet. When he was sitting, lying down or even on his feet, he barely felt any pain at all. It only hurt when he moved. However, Stoick noticed that weakness.

Both hosts left hut and Stoick looked at the other Hooligans, quickly waking them up. As soon as he was outside, Hiccup found Heather, who wasn't too far away.

"Heather, I want you to guide our guests around the island. Don't let them attack anyone. I think it'd be better to keep your dragon away for a few minutes; we don't want them to get too startled. And if you need to refer to me, call me chief, or Ric. Just don't use Hiccup. I already told Bork to warn the people of this. They can't know who I really am, got it?"

"Yes sir. I'll remember that, you can count on me."

It didn't take too long for Heather to knock on the communal hut's door. Stoick's opened it. All of the guests were up, had eaten the food and drank the water. But they were suspicious and ready to defend themselves. They certainly didn't trust any dragons or those who ride them.

"I suppose you're Heather," the Hooligan's chief said dryly.

"Yes, I am. Now, please, follow me." She turned and they slowly got filed out of the wooden house to finally look at the surroundings. The place was beautiful and the view, breathtaking.

The village was considerably small, and probably didn't surpass 50 people, Stoick concluded. Berk had around 250 people. But the landscape resembled Berk a lot, as well as the majority of the other Viking islands.

"The name of our village is the Strike Tribe." She began, and Snotlout soon forgot about the danger to walk beside her.

"Hey, babe, why don't you take me on a private tour?"

"Thanks, but no. Now please pay attention." She ignored the fact that she blushed around him. Snotlout was still an over confident player, he usually hit on Astrid, but she took him down so many times he kinda gave up already. The blonde was definitely relieved with it.

"Whatever you say, sweetheart."

"As I was saying, it was founded around 3 years ago. The name they gave to the island is Drakheim, from the union of the words 'dracon' and 'heim', meaning 'dragon' and 'residence' respectively, so the meaning is something like 'the house of the dragons'. And it does make sense, they lived here before we started living here and they accepted us, besides, for now it is the only place they can live in peace with humans."

Heather started the explanation walking around the island and being followed by the Hooligans, who were looking around cautiously, though not all of them were paying attention to what she was saying or their surroundings, for example, the twins, because they never took anything seriously.

"We basically have three levels. Here is like the 'up floor', per say. It was where the village really started. When the founders landed the first time, they constructed the hut you were in, so they could all stay safely for the nights while they built everything they needed. All the houses this level belong to the people who first started living here. And there's also a forge, right over there." She pointed to the furthest construction. "We don't have a proper blacksmith, but Ric, our leader can do anything in there, and he's been teaching youngsters like Hall and Sten who also like to work in there."

"And what are those things?" Fishlegs asked, pointing out.

"Those are the feeding stations for the dragons. They help us fish and then we leave the excess in those so they can eat as much as they want. It also serves to welcome new dragons, they're drawn to food and when they can get it safely, they feel at home." She answered. "Now come with me. We'll go down the rocky stairs."

"Downstairs is the 'middle level', where all the other houses are. You might realize that the 'up level' didn't have enough space to have all of the houses, it was a considerably small level, actually." Stoick noticed how the 'middle' one was similar to Berk, vast, green and with a lot of new houses, though clearly not as many as his home, but they had a big space between the houses, where dragons were walking happily around. There were also more feeding stations and a big wooden door on the rock wall, kinda similar to Berk too.

"Is that your Great Hall?" Astrid asked.

"Yes, it is. Notice that the 'up level' is right above the Great Hall. We only managed to dig the space for it with the dragons' help. By the way, using those stairs, you'll get to the 'down level', where our docks are. We don't use them much though; we usually use dragons to travel. You can go there later and see how Garth's doing with your ship repairs. But now let me show you our Great Hall."

Heather quickly walked and opened the wooden doors, being followed closely behind. The place was huge, enormous even. It was probably two times bigger than Berk's and Stoick wondered the reason for that until he saw a couple of dragons sleeping on one side and another few following some humans. The place was so big so it could shelter the dragons as well. And it was working.

The place's walls were covered by wooden shelves, to give a more cozy and warm feeling than the rocks that were behind them. There was an enormous bonfire spot in the middle of it, so it could lighten and warm the ambience. Some tables were disposed around the place; they were, in Stoick's opinion, awfully far from away from the other, probably to give space to the dragons to walk around freely.

"And wha's tha?" Gobber asked in his heavy accent, pointing to what he wanted to know.

"They're the Red Death's teeth." She answered, but before she could continue, he laughed.

"You can't be serious, girl. Nothing alive can be so big. Those teeth are bigger than I am!"

"It is true, sir. Our leader fought it and won four years ago. The Red Death was an enormous dragon-eating monster that enslaved and controlled them to bring her food. It was like a queen of a beehive. When she was killed, the dragons were set free from her control, that's why they don't really raid like before. Maybe a little bit for themselves, sometimes they can be hostile, but that's usually because they're defending themselves. Just like what happened before you get here. Ric told me you attacked. A dragon is nice and gentle to you as long as you are kind to them."

"That scrawny young man fought a huge monster and won?" Snotlout asked, skeptical. Stoick would have asked himself, but he was still too outraged by everything he was seeing to bother asking anything. The young warrior hadn't seen him yet, but Stoick had described him earlier.

"He wasn't alone. He did it with a wonderful, fiendishly clever plan and the power of a great and fast dragon. He almost lost his life and he did lose part of his left leg back then." She didn't know why it was so hard for them to believe it, she did right from the beginning, but maybe it was because she saw the indescribable look on Hiccup's face when he told her the story while he was showing her the village. The twins debated if they believed it or not, Fishlegs was agape, probably imagining the size of the dragon, Astrid wasn't really sure, but Stoick and Gobber didn't know what to think.

"I don't really care about plans or his life. He's a traitor for befriending the enemy and I want to kick his butt, right now!" Snotlout declared, he was only thinking about impressing Heather, his limited brain didn't really think that she wouldn't want him to do any such thing and therefore it might have the opposite effect that he wanted. However, Snotlout was indeed furious with the man for betraying the whole tradition that he grew up believing. He looked around and saw a tall and thin man, with a prosthetic replacing his left leg. _It should be easy to engage him,_ Snotlout thought, he only needed a weapon. Without even blinking, he reached for a man's sword next him and charged in the direction of the so-called chief of the tribe.

Hiccup had his hood on, and because it was blocking his peripheral vision, he almost didn't see his cousin ready to attack him. Luckily, he still managed to dodge at the right time. Hiccup had always been agile, maybe not graceful as he often tripped a lot, but he was fast nonetheless.

Snotlout thought that the man's movements would be sloppy and uncoordinated, probably because of the peg leg, as he saw most Vikings on Berk, like Gobber, hobble to walk. And even though he was hurt, it didn't slow him down. But that didn't stop him from wincing in pain once in a while.

The people were surprised; even the Hooligans didn't expect Snotlout to do that, so no one reacted at first, only hearing the clanging of metal echoing through the Great Hall. Cami knew Hiccup avoided using Inferno unless it was really necessary, so when he was about to draw his fire sword, she threw him her own, calling his attention with his fake name. Hiccup grabbed the handle gracefully in midair with his left hand and quickly held it with both to block the attacks.

Snotlout was strong, Hiccup knew it. He always had been. However, he relied solely on his strength, it was like he was only mindless swinging a metal board, wasting all his energy while Hiccup was merely diverting perfectly or blocking his tries to harm him. He trained almost every day with Camicazi and sometimes with Eret as well, improving his abilities. Even though Cami was very strong for a girl, her techniques compensated for it. She taught Hiccup how to use the enemy's strength against himself, and it was absolutely useful for Hiccup, considering, that just like her he was usually weaker and thinner than the opponent.

For the first time, he realized that his cousin wasn't the ultimate Viking example. Sure he was bulky, strong and fearless. But when it was about hand-to-hand combat, he was just terrible at it. After a couple of minutes, Snotlout was already showing signs of being tired, so Hiccup decided it was time to finish this stupid and useless quarrel. That was when his cousin managed to push him into or up to a table and even hold his sword against the wooden cover. Snotlout was sweating and breathing hard when he firmly held the scrawny right arm against the table, declaring he had won.

Hiccup kept being careful not to let his hood fall, and he was grateful that Snotlout didn't look at him; he was close enough to identify him if he paid any attention.

"Not bad. But you forgot an important detail."

"Oh, yeah? And what'd that be?" he asked a bit sarcastically..

"I'm left handed," Hiccup answered as he twisted his sword to break free from the bulky man's grasp against the wood.

Since Snotlout was surprised and tired, he didn't manage to resist and had to let go, with a swift movement, Hiccup used his sword to knock the weapon from his cousin's hands and efficiently grabbed it before it could hit the ground with his left hand, pointing both blades to Snotlout's neck.

"I guess I won this time." Hiccup was breathing heavily, mostly because of the pain rather than tiredness because he wasn't even sweating. "I'm very disappointed, I expected more from you. Now, I'll be a good host and just pretend this never happened instead of imprisoning you under a Hobblegrunt for the rest of the day, since we don't really have a place to lock you up."

Snotlout was astounded. All the Hooligans were clearly astonished as well. None of them expected so much ability from a scrawny man. Hiccup handed Camicazi's sword to her and the other one too so she could return it to the owner. On the way out, he instructed Heather to ask her dragon to keep an eye on Snotlout. She asked for forgiveness, and he assured her it wasn't her fault. He knew his cousin well enough to see that he was mostly trying to show off.

Stoick was definitely not happy with his nephew's actions. Even though Stoick didn't agree with the dragon thing, they had indeed saved the Hooligans from certain death. A good chief always knew how and when to pick their battles. And Snotlout was not that kind of chief. It was in moments like these that made Stoick mourn the death of his son even more, he knew that Hiccup hadn't been bulky or strong, but he had known how to use his brain and would have made good decisions.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 9<strong>

Only a few months after they started commercializing with the Meatheads, a small group of dragon riders were flying around on their way home, when they spotted something clearly wrong with an island. The small group consisted of Hiccup, Camicazi, Eret, one of his most faithful friends, Ivar, and their respective dragons. Bork didn't really like to fly, so he preferred to stay back on their island.

Camicazi was curious about what had happened to what looked like a destroyed village and they all decided to take a look. The houses of the village were broken and burnt, the smell was awful and there were a few ships on the docks with white wide cloths as if to cover corpses for a Viking funeral. It was eerily silent.

"This place gives me the shivers…" Eret admitted uncomfortably. Windwalker, his green Thunderdrum was following him with observant eyes.

"What happened here? Everyone is just… dead…" The 18-year-old girl asked, concerned, with Stormcloud scared in her arms.

"Not everyone" Hiccup stated. If the corpses had been put in the ships for a funeral, at least one person must have survived. And if that was the case, where was the person?

Toothless was looking from side to side, ready to defend his human if needed. It was so weirdly eerie that the dragon was mistrustful that the place was anywhere close to being safe. Hiccup knew Toothless wanted to get out of there, but he couldn't now. He wanted to know what happened. He walked around a building, searching for clues, when suddenly; a yell came from behind another damaged house.

"Die, dragon!"

Hiccup didn't think twice before drawing his sword and jumping between Toothless and the big, uncontrolled Viking, holding a double headed axe who had yelled. The scrawny young man managed to block the attack and surprise the man in the process.

"Wait! We came in peace! We don't want any trouble!"

"What do you mean? We saw the dragons coming. Where did you come from?"

"On the dragons. Look, please calm down, we are not the ones who caused this mess, so please don't take it out on us," Hiccup tried to reason, lowering his sword as a sign of trust. The man frowned in confusion.

"Wait… You mean you were _on_ the dragons!?"

"Yes. They are our friends," The man found it hard to believe as he looked at the slit pupil eyes of Toothless, who was also growling warningly.

"Like hell I'm gonna put my axe down. That beast will kill me."

"No he won't. If you don't hurt him, he won't hurt you." Hiccup assured him and then turned to his dragon. "Toothless, please calm down. Don't you see you're scaring him?" The dragon looked at his human friend and snorted, his pupils becoming bigger and rounder as if he was trying to look less threatening.

"What kind is this dragon anyway? I've never seen one like it…" Hiccup noticed that the man's grip around the axe handle was getting softer.

"He's a Night Fury, but don't worry, he's very kind once you get to know him."

"What do you want here, Boy?"

"Nothing. We were flying by and we saw something wrong here so we came to investigate. My name is Hiccup, I'm the chief of our tribe. We're peaceful dragon riders." He explained gesturing to his friends a couple of meters behind him. They noticed the man and they were watching him cautiously. "Who are you?"

"I'm Garth…"

"Nice to meet you, Garth. This is Toothless, my dragon. And if you don't mind me asking, what happened here?"

Garth looked closely at the Night Fury. He was pretty sure there were teeth in that mouth, but he didn't say anything. Slowly lowering his axe, he became a bit more relaxed, not only by the name of the creature, but also because it seemed to be calm and almost gentle. His sad eyes turned to look at his feet.

"They came out of nowhere. They attacked in the middle of the night. We didn't stand a chance against them…"

"Who?"

"The Berserkers. They came once a few months ago, saying that they'd claim our land for themselves and that we were supposed to surrender or else he'd kill everyone. We obviously thought it was some kind of joke and rejected. Two nights ago, they came with an armada of thirty ships. We barely had the time to take the children to a safer place. Everyone who stayed in this part of the island to fight, died."

"I am very sorry…"

"And how did you survive?" Camicazi asked suspiciously, daring to come closer when Garth lowered his weapon. She had heard everything from the distance.

"Cami!" Hiccup's voice scolded her and the girl just shrugged. She was curious and distrustful; Camicazi hadn't spoken sooner only because she was afraid the man might get more angry and attack Hiccup or Toothless.

"I was taking my wife and newborn baby, along with all the children and wounded, to a safe place on the other side of the island. The Berserkers only left this morning, because they were searching for us. They knew there were kids here, and they wanted to finish us all, but luckily they got tired of searching."

"Do you want help with the funeral?" Hiccup asked, looking at the ships covered with the white cloths. There was almost an entire tribe in there. This thought made a shiver run down his spine. How could any human make such destruction?

"No need for that. I'll just go call the kids. They already know what happened, but I didn't want them to see all this…"

"We could at least help to pull those boats into the open sea for you."

"Well, that'd actually be helpful…" He wondered out loud, he was tired and sorrowful. "But, tell me boy, yah said you're part of a tribe of dragon riders?"

"Yes. We're the Strike Tribe" Camicazi answered. "But we're not very numerous, what you see here is just about half of us."

"Yah´re only eight and you call yourself a tribe?"

"Technically, there are ten humans. But counting the dragons we're almost thirty. They're part of the tribe too."

"Well, it's not like we're much more than that now…" The man replied sadly.

"Garth!" A young voice called out coming quickly. "Where are you? Is everything… Okay…" The boy's voice died as he got close enough to see Garth and a few people with nothing less than dragons by their side.

"Sten! I told you not to come!" Garth scolded him. Hiccup instantly noticed similarities between the boy and his own cousin, Snotlout. Although only around 13 or 14 years old, this boy was strong and big, but instead of having dark hair, his was light brown.

"There's a dragon right beside you…" He commented with no reaction, Garth wasn't doing anything and neither was the creature nor the scrawny man next to it.

"I noticed…"

"And it's not attacking…"

"Yeah… that's a long story… Those people and, believe it or not, the dragons came in peace. Yah can warn the others, they'd like to help us with the funeral…"

"Okay, is everything ready? I didn't want you to do it all by yourself…"

"It is better this way, kid. Even if there was no relative of yours, someone so young shouldn't see so many deaths… Now go get the others. And warn them not to attack the dragons. We don't want any more deaths around here."

"Yes, sir."

It didn't take too long for him to come back with more kids. There were also women carrying little babies and some men who were wounded with gauze on their arms and heads. Hiccup expected to see some old people as well, however, there weren't, maybe because they didn't have time to run with them. Even being warned about the dragons, the people were suspicious and scared, some probably didn't believe until they saw the flying lizards standing calm and peacefully around some unknown humans.

Hiccup quickly introduced himself and his friends, reassuring everyone that the dragons were harmless, even the frightening Night Fury. They didn't seem willing to believe, but they were obviously too sad and grieving to care. If they weren't going to be attacked, then it was fine. Camicazi noticed the mood and it was enough to erase all the worries and suspicions she once had.

The dragons and their riders helped to take the boats out of the docks and into the open sea, not too far away, just enough to begin the ceremony. Hiccup heard some children crying and he remembered his home. With the dragons attacking, some deaths were most likely to happen, for example, his own mother, although he was too young to remember that clearly. He also wondered that with the destruction of the Red Death the raids became less customarily.

The boy from before, Sten, Hiccup remembered, grabbed a bow and an arrow to stand in a line besides Garth. The wounded and the little children were on the shore behind the docks, while the older ones followed Sten on the line to say farewell in the Viking funeral ceremony.

Without asking, Hiccup decided to grab a bow and arrow as well and walked next to Garth, who just nodded in agreement. He was the first one to shoot, and soon Hiccup and the youngsters followed him. As they watched the flaming ships get further away, the cries slowly died down, replaced by a mourning silence.

Hiccup looked at the line of youngsters on his side and couldn't help but notice the guy named Sten put a solidary hand on another boy's shoulder. The boy seemed to be around the same age as him, but he was different, he was almost like Hiccup and Bork, although he wasn't as thin and scrawny, but was short and weak looking. It made Hiccup wonder for a minute or two how people so different could be friends, then, he remembered Toothless, his best friend who wasn't even the same species, and it would've made him laugh, if he wasn't too sad about the whole situation.

"Garth… " Hiccup called softly. The man looked back at the one who said his name, by this time, the ships were almost out of sight. "I know it is hard for all of you, but I was thinking that they might come back. And worse, they might get all of you. I have a proposition for you. We are a small tribe but we have dragons and a nice island that few know the location of. It is a safe place. Maybe it'd be better for you to come with us at least for a while. We could protect you all for as long as you stay with us. What do you think?"

"Are yah serious, Boy?" He asked, looking confused. "Why'd yah do that?"

"Because I just can't leave people in need behind," It was the simple, truthful answer.

"But… You have dragons… How can you do that?"

Hiccup gave him a small smile, "Dragons are kind, amazing creatures. And the best part of them is that they don't judge you by what you are or what you look like. They only care about who you are inside and what your actions are. If you're good to them, they'll be good to you."

Garth and the remaining member of this tribe reunited to discuss if they'd go or not. All of them were sad and scared about the entire situation. But they're been through a lot and were willing to listen, maybe, mostly because they were frightened by the possibility of the Berserkers coming back. The majority of the people decided to accept the proposition, and the few who didn't ended up going anyway because staying alone in the remains of the island and unprotected was definitely not a better option.

Eret's friend, Ivar, befriended a Typhoomerang, and because this type of dragon was so big, it managed to take a lot of people at once. They could have gone by sail, but since almost all the better ships were used for the funeral and because it'd take too long to get there, they decided to go by flying. Another problem with sailing there was the sea flow, it was too strong and it was usually difficult to keep the ship on course. It took around five trips on the Typhoomerang to get everyone to their island, which they named Drakheim.

When they were all at the island, Hiccup and Camicazi explained everything about the first rider (which made Hiccup be a little embarrassed) and about how all the dragons were being forced to raid by the Red Death. Some of the older people from the village mentioned that the raids practically stopped two years before, the same time that Hiccup and Toothless destroyed the dragon queen.

"I don't want to seem ungrateful, but I don't really believe it…" Said one of the boys, he was actually the one Hiccup saw earlier with Sten. He seemed to be the skeptical kind of person who needed proof to believe in something. Stubborn like most Vikings, but he was not brainless-looking like the most of them, his eyes showed intelligence and carefulness.

"But it is the truth, kid," Camicazi told him quickly, she didn't like when people disbelieved in her.

"Sorry, I don't mean to be disrespectful, but I just don't believe any living thing could be that big."

"You know, what? If it's proof that you need, that's what you'll get," Hiccup declared with a smirk.

Two days later, Camicazi and Hiccup took Sten and the skeptical boy, named Hall, to Dragon Island, where there were remains of the horrible dragon queen. Only then, did he manage to understand the size and the peril of that enormous monster.

"It's… it's… I don't have words for it…" Hall mumbled as he looked at all the teeth and broken bones sprawled onto the rocky shore.

"Told yah!" The girl exclaimed proudly. She had seen the beast still alive more than once and it was terrifying. Hall had to use his imagination to try and comprehend its full size, but looking at the teeth, he guessed it could easily swallow a Monstrous Nightmare whole.

"You know what, maybe you should take some things to serve as proof. Like the teeth and put them in the Great Hall or something…" The boy suggested.

"We don't need proof, almost no one doubts it…"

"I beg to differ. And I didn't mean only as proof to people who don't believe. It could also serve as a memento, to everyone. Of the truth about the dragons. Even for future generations"

Hiccup shrugged. _Why not?_ He thought. Next thing he knew, he was coming back and once again asking for Ivar's Typhoomerang's help to take two teeth they found there was in one piece and placed it in both sides of the Great Hall's walls.

One year passed since the survivors joined the Strike Tribe and they were now fully integrated. At first, they had only planned to stay for a while, but as they got used to the place, befriended dragons and liked Hiccup's leadership (even though he was gone a lot).

It was unusual for a Viking tribe to have a chief as caring and smart as him. A chief that had surprised everyone by creating the feeding stations, the fire prevention system, the flying suit to fly alongside his dragon, and even an intricate a fire sword. Hiccup was a pacifist; he didn't really like to fight, but he understood the importance of knowing how to use a sword in combat. Though the fire sword, Inferno, was not created to be used in such a fashion; he made it when he realized dragons liked to see the flames dancing and that the lizards saw him as an equal when he showed he could also manipulate fire. However, he could also use it to surprise his enemies or as a fighting advantage, since it was unexpected and hidden in the handle by his right thigh.

It was when Hiccup and Camicazi were around 19 that Eret spotted a stranded boat on a small nearby small island and found a girl inside it. She was unconscious, so he and his dragon, Windwalker, took her to Drakheim. When she woke up, they introduced themselves to her.

"I'm Heather," she said yet a little bit scared.

"What happened to you, Heather?" Eret asked, "I found you and a boat stranded on a close by island."

"My village was attacked. I managed to escape, but lost control of the boat. The waters around here are too strong… I was caught up in a storm and then I got here…"

"I'm sorry about that…" Hiccup said sadly.

"Don't worry…" She mumbled.

"What can we do to help you?"

"Well, hum…" Her voice stopped the moment she saw a black dragon behind them, and jumped backwards yelling. She almost fell from the bed she had been given inside of the communal hut they made when they first came to the island. Since they all made houses for themselves, it now served as a temporary quarters or a guesthouse.

"Oh, don't worry, this is Toothless. He's harmless."

"Wait, am I in that island where people ride dragons?"

"How do you know about that?" Camicazi asked, her voice had a clearly suspicious tone.

"People have been spotting you lately. And the Meatheads have spoken about a tribe that befriended dragons that go there on Market Day once in a while…" Heather explained.

"Really? So we're getting famous," Hiccup joked extending a friendly hand to the girl so he could help her up. "Come with me, I'll show you around. And don't be scared, the dragons wont hurt you."

Camicazi raised an eyebrow and crossed her arms as she watched both of them walk out the hut. She soon followed them, watching closely.

"Seems like someone is not the only girl around here anymore…" Bork joked playfully next Camicazi. She glared at him.

"Just shut up, you clearly don't see anything." And then she turned around and walked away, stepping heavily and angrily. Bork sighed, almost chuckling.

"You know what? It's not fair," Eret complained behind Bork, his arms crossed. "I mean, really? I saved her; still, _he_ is the one who gets all the attention. It's not fair, I've been trying to hit on Cami for ages and she only looks at that scrawny, weak guy… What does he have that I don't?"

Bork shrugged and answered softly. "Charisma, courage, politeness, kindness, green eyes and a Night Fury?"

Eret sighed, very annoyed by the boy's response. He hadn't really wanted an answer. His shoulders fell in dismay. "Whatever… You must be right anyway…"

* * *

><p><strong>Did you like it? What do you think of the chapter? The small intro to recap the previous chapter is helping? Leave your comment below, I'll be very happy to know what you think of the story so far! <strong>
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	11. A New Perspective

**First, I want to give special thanks to _ladipretender_, who not only reviewed every chapter but also is now my beta for this story! So, thanks to her, there won't have mistakes anymore, except for the author's note, that she didn't revise since I only made them later on. They're short and probably not a lot of people read them anyway so I guess it's okay. **

**Once again, thank you all for reviewing! Reviews are important, people! **

**Now, on with the chap! **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Stoick, Gobber and the young teens of Berk were drifting in the middle of the ocean only to be found for Cami and Hiccup who rescued them. Hiccup is trying to hide his real identity in fear his father might hate him for running away. Meanwhile, Hiccup is trying to be a good host and leave the Berkians at ease around a bunch of dragons leaving Heather to help them around the Strike Tribe.<em>

**Chapter 10**

**A New Perspective**

"Come on, Hic. You can tell me. I know you loved to kick your cousin's butt." Camicazi laughed.

They were in his house, with Toothless. The black dragon wanted to go out and fly, however, Hiccup thought it'd be best for the Night Fury to stay hidden for a while, the 'unholy offspring of lightening and death itself' might startle the guests even more. Maybe it'd be better for them to leave without even knowing there was a Night Fury in the tribe.

"Cami, stop that. I didn't like doing that. Besides, now the cut's hurting because of all the movements…"

"But you were amazing. The way you dodged and all, just like I taught you. And say it, I knew you were dying to beat him at anything for ages!"

"That might actually be true… But it doesn't matter, Cami. I'm not the person I used to be. And they can't know who I am anyway… " He didn't want to admit it, but he was indeed pretty proud of himself.

"Yeah, yeah, I know. But I still don't think your father would hate you that much for running away. Maybe be a little disappointed, that's all."

"That's equally bad in my opinion…" Hiccup sighed as he drank a little bit of his mead. They were both sitting at the table, she made lunch for them since he was still in pain and they had just finished eating. Toothless was also fed and lying on a rock he used as bed the other side of the room, where his bed was as well. "Cami, I don't know what to do…"

"Well, maybe you could take Toothless and just fly away for a while if you don't want to be close to them or anything"

"You know I can't go with the Berserkers menace and all. Besides, that's not it. It's not like I don't want to be around them, it's just that I don't want them to throw rocks at me when they discover who I really am!"

"Oh, for the last time, Hic, they won't do that"

"You can't be sure…"

"Really, if you weren't wounded, I'd hit you right now." She said rolling her eyes.

Hiccup's house wasn't big, and it was not like he used the place much. He liked to be outside with Toothless, especially flying. It was one of the smallest houses of the whole tribe. Only one floor, right at the entrance, he left a place for a fireplace, quite similar to his old house on Berk, with his 'room' on the left side from the entrance, with his bed and Toothless's rock right behind it. On the right side, there was a tiny kitchen he barely used and a table with four chairs, where both of them were sitting.

"By the way, I think you should just rest a little bit indoors with Toothless, okay? I'll keep an eye on them for you"

"Hey, they might recognize you as well, be careful."

"Hic, please, the last time I saw Stoick I was around 11 or so. I've changed a lot since then, remember? I'm 20 now. And so what if they find out who I am? They have nothing to do with me or the Bog Burglars."

He agreed and then she left. Hiccup decided to take her advice and sat on his bed to rest for a while. Toothless moaned restlessly.

"I know, but, it'll be over soon. I promise that we can fly a little at night, when they're sleeping, okay?" the big black dragon purred in agreement.

Meanwhile, in the 'down level' of the village, Stoick and Gobber were searching for their ship. It wasn't hard to find, since there were only a few fishing boats at the docks with a few people around them and only one who looked torn apart and without a sail, there was a man fixing it.

"I suppose you're Garth." The chief of the Hooligans said.

"Yes, that'd be me"

"We've heard you're fixing our ship, we just wanted to see how it is going…"

"Don't worry, it'll be ready to go tomorrow." The man said as he got out of the boat to face the outsiders. "Hic-Ric already told me you're probably in a hurry. Are you sure you don't want to see what the dragons are really like? I mean, I didn't believe they were good at first either, but now it's different. Besides, I wouldn't be able to fix it so quickly if it wasn't for Runa". The Deadly Nadder turned to look as she heard her name, she was a beautiful green Nadder who liked to stay on boats with her human friend and she was helping him. Garth was glad he remembered to call Hiccup the correct name, since Bork told him about the fake name thing, though he didn't know why he'd try to hide his identity.

"No, thanks. We want to stay away from those beasts." Stoick said. Runa flew out of the ship and landed on the docks next Garth, looking at and sniffing the foreigners curiously. They backed away, not from fear, but because they're Vikings.

"Don't be like that, she's a good girl. My perspective changed since I've met Hi-Ric, he's one of the best chiefs I've ever seen."

"That walking toothpick?" Gobber asked in disbelief.

"Yeah, he's not very Viking-looking, but a leader is not only made of brawn. But maybe, sometimes he's just too admirable for his own good. Anyway, just give the dragons a chance." He said petting Runa and then grabbing his tools to get back to work. Stoick and Gobber still seemed unconvinced. Both men turned to go away.

"It's kind of hard to walk through town with so many mindless beasts around." Gobber complained.

"Yes, but something's wrong. Trader Johan said he saw a rider with a Night Fury, but I haven't seen one yet. Besides, something in his voice reminds me of someone I just don't know whom."

"You know how Trader Johan is, he probably just exaggerated the story, after all, no one has heard of a Night Fury attack for five years. Or maybe, if this rider does exist, he's out for the moment. But Stoick, we want it or not, these people saved us, you still would kill the Night Fury?"

"That beast murdered my son. The only option I have is to kill it"

"Watch out!" a voice yelled, but it was too late, a Scuttleclaw baby ran behind Stoick and Gobber and almost sent them directly to the ground. "I'm sorry! I'm so sorry! He didn't mean to hurt you, he's just playing around"

What was that?" Stoick and Gobber looked at the dragon that was holding a piece of cloth that looked like it had been a shirt.

"Give it back! Oh, you know what? You can keep it…" the boy mumbled annoyed. The baby dragon nuzzled the cloth as it was inviting the boy to play. "Sorry about that, he's just a baby. A Scuttleclaw nest hatched a few months ago near our village and they like to play once in a while. They're harmless, but they can do a real mess sometimes… And they're just babies, it's not like they're doing it on purpose. I'm Hall, by the way."

The two men exchanged confused looks with all that was happening, it was too much to take in at once. "Stoick and Gobber" He gestured with his hook. "How can you live like that? With the dragons messing up and all?"

"Easy, it's just way better than fighting for our lives. And yes, they make a mess sometimes; it's still way easier to clean up than it used to be when they raided us. And yes, sometimes they end up accidentally firing something, but that's what the fire-preventing system is for, even so, it's usually a small, easy to control fire. Besides, life with the dragons is generally way cooler and easier, they can help a lot. Now, if you excuse me, I have to go find that Scuttleclaw baby."

The two Hooligans wondered for a moment if it was a bit difficult for them at first, especially for the adults who lived fighting dragons their whole life. Maybe it was easier to change for the youngsters, for example, Fishlegs who got a bit exited since Heather told the story of the Red Death and asked a lot of things from a nerd-looking boy named Bork.

Next to the Great Hall, Snotlout sat on rock looking irritated. Heather was far away but she left a Hobblegrunt to watch him. The dragon was apparently blind, but he doubted that, since it growled every time he tried to stand. She said the dragon could sense the surroundings using the large frill on his head. It also changed color; it was yellowish green when she was petting him, now it was purple.

"I don't understand. How could she walk away from all _this_?" Snotlout pointed at himself. The twins laughed.

"Isn't it obvious?" Tuffnut asked sarcastically.

"You tried to murder her chief, just for starters." Ruffnut continued.

"And now you're grounded and guarded by a Hobblegrunt. You shouldn't be so stupid" Tuff laughed.

While the twins were laughing at the grounded Snotlout, Astrid was still at the Great Hall. She just stayed there, looking around curiously, trying to take in the possibility of living in peace with the dragons. After a few hours, she felt the need to breath some fresh air and take a walk around the island. The sun was getting close to the horizon, the wind was blowing softly, and everything seemed so calm and cozy, even though the weather was freezing cold as always. It was then that a blue Deadly Nadder came behind her and sniffed curiously.

"Get away, dragon." She complained, reaching instinctively for her ax, but finding none. "Oh, yeah, they took it away…" So instead, she just pushed the dragon away by its snout.

"She likes you"

Astrid almost jumped away from surprise when she heard the voice that belonged to the chief of the tribe. Something on him was familiar. Uncomfortably familiar because she didn't know whom he resembled. It was something in the way he talked, his voice. Something was familiar, yet, she didn't know him. Still hooded, he came closer and petted the blue dragon that purred happily.

"You Hooligans are very stubborn. We saved you, yet, you still look at them like they're monsters." He had to resist the urge to tell her the dragon already knew her because she was rescued from Berk along with the other dragons soon after Hiccup decided to run away, after all, he couldn't just leave them there. The dragon was curious about Astrid, she recognized the girl and was probably wondering why she was attacking.

"It's hard to look at them as anything else when you were raised believing them as such." She defended herself.

"Every person in here grew up believing the same things. Well, all but the little children, obviously." And then he shrugged moving his arms in his usual hand gestures. That was when she realized. This chief reminded her of Hiccup. That weak, frail and clumsy boy who everyone on Berk believed was murdered by a Night Fury. He couldn't be that boy.

"It is still hard, you know!"

He smiled mischievously, because of the hood, she could only see his nose and mouth, but not his eyes. "Maybe if I show you the world from a dragon's perspective, it wouldn't be so hard"

"What do you mean?"

He jumped on the Nadder's back and she almost saw his eyes, but she was looking at his hand instead. He extended his left hand for her in an inviting way. She couldn't believe herself when she realized she was accepting it. By the time she decided it would definitely be a bad idea, it was already too late, she was already behind him and the Nadder was opening its wings to fly away. She only had enough time to yell and hold tight onto him.

"Please, let me down! Don't kill me!"

"What are you talking about? No one is going to kill you." He said laughing, trying to hold her arms with one hand while the other he was using to try and hold the dragon. He winced at her overly tight embrace, Hiccup was almost healed, but the wound still hurt once in a while, especially when it was being squeezed. "Relax. Just open your eyes."

Astrid slowly dared to open her blue eyes. What she saw, took her breath away in so many levels. The wind was blowing stronger up in the sky, and it was obvious that his hood wouldn't stay in place, so when she noticed, his hood was on his back, but she still couldn't see his face.

"It's impressive. Wonderful."

"Yeah. Up here is amazing. Words can't really describe this feeling. The freedom of flight is something that can't get rid of anymore. It's part of me now."

There was a confortable silence. Astrid slowly released him, just softly holding his arms to keep her from falling. The world was totally different from up there. She looked at him, since she was right behind him, she still couldn't see him, but she was getting curious. Why did he hide it? And most importantly, why did she feel so good around him? The mystery was driving her crazy.

They could see the sun setting and the sky getting darker. Even so, she could feel safe and assured. Neither the darkness nor the height scared her in any way. The moon was shining brightly and she wondered for how long they've been in there; probably hours, but she felt like it was just minutes.

"I also don't think I want to get rid of this feeling."

She said resting her head against his back. That was when his heart skipped a beat. In so many ways, Camicazi reminded him of Astrid, though he only saw the Bog Burglar as a sister. She was important to him, but not in a romantic way. This role still belonged to Astrid. He thought he'd forget about her over the years, however, his heart just proved him wrong.

"I think it is better to go back, now. Your people might be wondering where you are…"

"Yes. You're right"

She agreed a bit sad, not wanting to forget anything. She'd remember that flight for the rest of her life. Hiccup petted the Nadder and she understood it was time to go back and she turned to the other side, flying swiftly.

They landed right beside the Great Hall entrance, making all the Hooligans around agape as they recognized the blond girl on the Nadder. Hiccup quickly put his hood in place again and jumped out of the dragon, extending a chivalry hand to help her down. Astrid only accepted to be polite, because she didn't need it, she was a Viking after all. She was standing so close that even with the few sources of light, she could almost see his eyes. Almost.

"Let's go in for some dinner. I don't know about you, but I'm starving."

He entered and she followed close behind. "By the way, I was wondering about something…"

"Say it."

"Heather said you made it"

"What?"

"That map" She gestured to the wall of the Great Hall opposite from the door, it was the first thing anyone saw when entered. It was made from dozens of pieces of paper glued together against the wooden wall, with perfect drawings of islands, more than she had ever heard of.

"Yes, I did. It took me a while. I have a small version of it with me at all times. When I discover something new, I get some papers and put it in here."

"The world can't be that big. Where is the edge of the world?"

"I haven't found it yet. You know, flying on a dragon is very practical to get to know new places." Then, he pointed to a place in the wall. "See it? I put this island right in the middle. There is a very close island up north, but it is very small and inhabited. If you go west from here, you'll find Berk, and in the north is what I call Dragon Island. That is where the nest I found the Red Death is. I never found another nest, but I wouldn't doubt more of them exists. It's probably around 4 days to get to Berk by sailing, but if you're riding a fast dragon, you could probably make this trip in one day."

"Great, but… I never said I'm from Berk." She said suspiciously, raising an eyebrow and taking her sight away from the map to try to look at him.

Hiccup froze for a second.

"Yes, but you're not the only one I've talked to. Besides, your ripped sail had the Berk's crest. I've seen a lot of Viking tribes on my trips and I can recognize almost all of them."

"Oh" She replied embarrassed. He sighed in relief for managing to think so quickly.

"Dude, you were on a dragon!" Tuffnut exclaimed getting closer.

"I already told you _not_ to call me _dude_!" Astrid yelled angrily, though her voice was almost not heard with the loud sounds of the Great Hall. "I swear, if you do this again, I'll break your arms! And don't even dare call me princess like Snotlout!"

"You better watch out, bro, we know what happened last time Snot got on her nerves" The twin sister replied laughing.

"Yeah, he had to use that ridiculous splint on his right arm for weeks!" Tuff remembered.

Hiccup used the moment of distraction to his advantage and slowly turned to leave, he couldn't help but notice how happy he was feeling to discover that Astrid was probably single and ditching out Snotlout.

Almost everyone from the village was inside the Great Hall by then, hungry for food. Even most of the dragons and guests. However, Hiccup soon found out there was an important guest just outside the entrance. It was his father, Stoick.

"Why aren't you in there enjoying the time with everyone else?" Hiccup didn't mean to ask; he didn't want to stay too close because he was scared of what the reaction of his father might be. But when he realized what he was doing, it was already too late.

"I could ask you the same thing." Stoick said as he noticed the presence of the chief of the village standing right by his left side.

"You know… too much stuff to do…"

"You were very busy taking Astrid for a flight, I see."

"I was only showing her a different perspective of things. Maybe you could try it out too. It'll change your life, I guarantee."

"No. I refuse to comply with this nonsense. You'll never see me on a back of a dragon. Ever."

Hiccup sighed heavily. There was a moment of uncomfortable silence between them until Hiccup gathered the courage to ask in an almost irritated tone "Why? Why do you hate dragons so much?"

"They killed my family."

"Look, just because they took your wife away, it doesn't mean you can't give them a chance. I'm sorry for your loss, I lost my mother in a dragon raid when I was very little, so I understand your pain. But I've changed and so can you." Neither paid attention to the fact of how 'Ric' knew about what happened to Stoick's wife.

"I don't think so" Stoick said annoyed, Hiccup thought he should probably stop, his father could never change. However, he just couldn't keep his mouth shut.

"Dragons are kind, amazing creatures. Most people that live here lost someone to the dragons. There's a way out of this death karma, we only have to forgive and move on so no one will have to mourn anyone's death again."

Stoick huffed angrily. "That's the problem. It is already too late. I already lost everyone who's been important to me. Everyone, even my son."

"You just have to… Wait, what did you say?" Hiccup suddenly felt desperate.

"One of those monsters murdered my boy. A skinny little boy who couldn't hurt a fly if he tried. And you dare say they're harmless beasts."

Hiccup was feeling confused, how could his father think that? He was alive and well, he just disappeared, that is not the same thing. How could his father jump into this conclusion?

"Hm… Why do you say that? Have you seen something? Anything?"

"Just the remains…" Stoick took from his pocket a piece of light green cloth. Hiccup immediately realized it was from his old shirt. Even though it was dried and old, there was there were traces of blood in it. There was something else too, something dark and tiny, wrapped around the cloth, but Stoick wasn't showing what was it and with the low illumination of the night it was hard to see what was it. Hiccup wondered if he walked around with it all the time.

"It doesn't mean a dragon killed him"

"Of course it does. We found dragon scales and footprints as well as his. What else could it be?"

"I don't know… Maybe they befriended each other and the cloth you found was just part of what he was wearing. Maybe he tripped and ripped it off and used it to clean a cut or something…" Hiccup mumbled remembering what truly happened and feeling totally embarrassed, he kept doing his hand gestures but Stoick didn't even pay attention to him, the man was furious.

"Nonsense. Hiccup would never betray his family and his tribe. And he'd never run away."

Hiccup gulped. That was exactly what he did. He was very nervous and didn't know what to say. All this time his father thought he was dead and he was mourning his death for the past five years. Yet, he couldn't just say the truth because then, his father might really hate him. Stoick could think he faked his death to run away. What would he do if that was the case? Hiccup couldn't decide which alternative was worse.

Luckily, a dragon came near them to distract his father. It was a big green Rumblehorn, who nuzzled Stoick in sympathy.

"Could you get this stupid beast away from me" It wasn't a question, it was almost a demand.

Hiccup was still a bit numb from the whole situation, but he managed to focus.

"Sorry. He probably sensed your sorrow. This Rumblehorn is a very caring father as well."

"You talk as if they have feelings." Stoick said and Hiccup just smiled sadly and reached out his hand to touch the Rumblehorn's snout.

"They do. We found him in the other side of the island months ago. His offspring was really injured, it was difficult to separate him from his son, but we managed and luckily we could save him. The baby is now alive and well. They probably fought with one or more dragons, typical stuff, but for a baby dragon it was dangerous."

"Lucky him" Stoick mumbled so low he wasn't sure if 'Ric' heard or not, meanwhile, the young man was motioning for the dragon to go away. The Rumblehorn turned and opened his wings to fly.

"I-I'm sorry…" He mumbled still not knowing what to say or do.

"Maybe if I've lost only my wife I could try to give them a chance. Not when they took my boy as well."

"I-I didn't know you loved m-him, your son, so much…" Hiccup didn't intend to say it, but he ended up mumbling it nonetheless. Stoick looked at him puzzled, with a raised eyebrow, clearly angry.

"What are you saying? A father always loves his son"

"Yeah, I mean, it is just from what I've heard about your son. Frail, weak, scrawny and overly clumsy…" He said remembering the look of disappointment Stoick gave him once in a while over the 15 years he lived on Berk.

"He was a bit different, awkward. A walking disaster, actually. Sometimes he caused more damage to the village than the dragons on a raid. But he was my boy nonetheless…" Stoick trailed off "My boy. I remember the first time I saw him, so fragile and tiny that made me want to protect him. You're not a father, you can't understand how much it hurts to see your entire legacy, your breed and dreams vanish."

Hiccup was feeling more sorrowful than ever. He didn't want his father to be mourning for so long. Silent tears wet the young man's green eyes and he was glad the darkness of the night hid the traces the tears made down his cheeks. Part of him actually wanted Stoick to be mad and angry at him because it'd be easier for the man to let him go. Now, he couldn't really let his father leave believing he lost his entire progeny. Even if it meant Stoick would hate him for the rest of his life.

"Tell me, Ric, is there anyone in this village who rides on a Night Fury?"

Hiccup didn't know the reason, but something inside him screamed 'problem!'. Instinctively, he ended up saying "No". It wasn't completely a lie, he didn't ride _on_ Toothless, he flies _with_ him. It's totally different. "Why?" He managed to ask curiously.

"Because it was a Night Fury who murdered my son and I need to avenge him."

It was only then that Hiccup realized that the small black things wrapped on the remains of his old shirt were probably Toothless's scales. He was in big trouble. If he was so thirsty for revenge like that, he couldn't see Toothless at all. How could he tell him the truth without endangering his best friend's life?

Without knowing what else he could say or do and feeling more lost and confused in his whole life, Hiccup just said he needed to go and left with fast steps back to his home. He needed to make sure Toothless was really well hidden until he could sort everything out. And he needed a ride to clear his mind. Ironically, he felt he was lucky that Toothless was the best dragon to blend in with the night.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 10<strong>

"Hiccup, you've been so nice to me. You shouldn't be so sweet."

"Thanks, Heather" He said a bit flattered and totally embarrassed.

Heather smiled softly and petted a Hobblegrunt that was following her around since he started showing the village to her three days before.

"I like the way her scales changes color with her mood. Hey, maybe I could call her Moody. It seems fun"

"Moody, seriously?"

"You can't complain, you called your 'Toothless'"

"Okay. Fair enough." He chuckled.

"By the way, can you teach me how to ride them?"

"Sure. Why? You liked Moody so much?"

"That too. It's just that I'd like to see what happened to my village…"

"I understand. Maybe I could teach you how to get there on a dragon. What do you say?"

"I'd really like that… Could we go now?"

"Why not?" He said gently. "Okay, since you already established a bond with the dragon and already gave her a name, you have to feed her. It will increase the trust she has on you." Since they were near a feeding station, he grabbed a fish and handed it to Heather. The girl took it and extended to the Hobblegrunt that accepted cheerfully.

"What now?"

"Now, you mount on her. Slowly, she's probably never had anyone on her, it'll take some time for her to get used to the extra weight."

Heather did exactly as she was told and soon she was on Moody. The girl smiled greatly.

"I'm on her! I'm sitting on her!"

"Yeah, I can see that" He said equally happy for her. "Now, be careful. Look at her eyes, I'm not sure but I think she's blind. Other Hobblegrunts don't have eyes like that. However, this species can sense the surroundings because of the large frill on their head."

"Yes, I guess I saw something like that on the journals you wrote about five years ago. Bork told me you lived with and studied them for months! You're so courageous!" She said proudly and he only got embarrassed, rubbing the back of his neck nervously.

"Anyway, just talk smoothly with her and try to make movements with you hand if you think she needs help to know where to go…"

"Okay. Thanks" Then she turned to the yellowish green dragon and petted her scales gently "Come on, girl, let's fly" She opened her wings and soon was airborne. Hiccup smiled from the ground and jumped on Toothless. Being the fastest dragon they know, the Night Fury was by Moody's side in a blink of an eye.

"Wait a minute; I think it's best to warn our friends where we're going. Maybe Camicazi and Eret would want to come too."

"Why? It's not too far away, besides, we're going to do a very quick trip. They won't even notice we're gone."

"Yeah. I guess you're right" Hiccup mumbled ignoring the instincts on him there were yelling 'danger!'

That was his first mistake.

They flew heading northwest for almost 3 hours. He thought it would be faster to get there, but maybe it was because Toothless was slower than usual to let Moody keep up, who wasn't used to have someone on her back.

"Are we getting there, already? It's been too long, maybe it's better to come back and try tomorrow, Moody's probably tired anyway."

"Don't worry, we're almost there" Heather said with a sad tone of voice he guessed it was because she was worried about what could have happened with her people. Then, she pointed at some small island in the horizon. "There! We can land right over those rocks, so we won't scare anyone."

"Okay, but where is the village part? I'm not seeing it…"

"Don't worry; the village is just well hidden."

"…Okay…" He replied not feeling it was a good idea at all.

They landed and both riders got off of their dragons. Toothless walked around and started inspecting as if to get to know the place. Hiccup paid attention to the surroundings too. Something was wrong, it didn't feel right.

Heather and Moody were getting away; it was like the girl was leading the dragon to the opposite side of the boy and the black dragon ahead of him. When he noticed, the girl and her scaly companion were already meters from him. That was his second mistake.

"Heather, what are you doing? We shouldn't be so apart. Where should we go, by the way?"

"Hiccup, I'm sorry. I'm really sorry. I didn't have a choice…"

"What are you talking about?" He asked slowly and confused.

His confusion was soon erased and replace by fear when he heard Toothless screech. By the time he turned around, his best friend was already being pinned down against the ground by half a dozen of men. He could see that were bolas around his legs and tail as well. Hiccup was about to grab his fire sword and try to help Toothless, but was stopped when a sharp pain hit his head and everything went black.

Hiccup woke up numb and bewildered. His head seemed to be pounding with a strong headache. He sat up and had to support himself tightly against the floor with both hands to avoid falling, he was very dizzy indeed. He slowly place a hand on the back of his head, where it was hurting the most, feeling it a bit wet and dirty. Then, he put his hand in front of him, his vision was just getting into focus again and he saw a bit of blood in his fingers, he guessed it came from a wound in his head.

Looking around, he quickly realized he was in some kind of dungeon and he was locked in a cell.

"You are finally awake, sleepyhead."

A tall dark bearded man said from the other side of the bars, he was as bulky and strong-looking like any other Viking, but he had a strong presence.

"Who are you?" Hiccup asked confused.

"I'm Alvin, The Treacherous, leader of the Outcasts. We1ve met before, remember?" He soon remembered the time he found them, it was around two years before, when he was helping Eret and freeing all the dragons in his possession at once. He also remembered he was mounted on Toothless, and then he remembered what happened to lead him in there.

"Toothless! My dragon! Where is my dragon! What did you do to him?!" Alvin laughed sarcastically.

"You named the black beast Toothless? I wonder how many times you hit your head before. You know, that day we met I was impressed by your abilities. A scrawny boy, mounting on a dragon. And not any dragon, a Night Fury. I went there for a dragon collection and ended up finding a treasure. I actually thought it'd be easier to find you again, but when I heard about a Night Fury rider, you were already living in an island full of dragon riders. My men and I don't have a problem in getting whatever we want and attacking everything in our way, but deceiving is so much cooler, don't you think?"

"Where am I? Where is my dragon? And what the hell do you want from me?"

"I want one thing from you, boy, one thing only. I want you to tame dragons for me, I want to control them and conquer the entire Archipelago using them. Those bastards will regret ever banishing me."

"And if I refuse?" He asked stubbornly. Sometimes, the line between the bravery and the stupidity is very thin indeed.

"Well, let's just say you and your dragon will regret it. Now, if you excuse me, I have some things to take care of. I'll let you think for a while." Alvin said before turning to leave, but stopped before he walked away. "Oh, and one more thing. Remember that, if you don't do what I want, I have no use for you nor your dragon. And you probably guessed by now that I usually don't keep things that have no use for me."

* * *

><p><strong>So, what are you thinking of the story so far? What do you think could happen between Stoick and Hiccup from now on? Tell me what you think, I'd like to know! :D <strong>

_**Itban Fuyu **_
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><p><em>Previously, Hiccup found out his father was mourning his supposed death for all 5 years that he was missing. Now, he's confused and the only thing he knows is that he needs to fix this without endangering his best friend's life. <em>

**Chapter 11**

**Unveiled Secrets**

Hiccup walked away, his mind was in a haze. Confused and uncertain, he only knew he needed to go for a flight. In the middle of his hurry, he barely noticed Camicazi.

"Slow down. What happened to you? Are you okay?"

"My dad this whole time thought I'm died!" His thoughts were running so fast he couldn't put them in place. Camicazi raised an eyebrow, but before she could ask anything or see if he had a fever, he shook his head and reformulated the sentence. "I mean, this whole time I was gone, my dad thought I was dead!"

"This is a problem…" She mumbled, understanding.

"And you don't know the half of it. He thinks Toothless killed me and he wants to avenge my 'supposed death'."

"Then all you have to do is tell the truth."

"It's not that simple. Nothing is ever so simple. He thought I'd never do that; I'd never disappoint him and run away. And I don't want to disappoint him. I don't want him to hate me, you know?"

"He won't hate, Hiccup. He's your father."

"How can you be so sure? You've never seen the disapproving scowl on his face when it comes to me. Look, I just need to think things through. Carefully."

"Then what do you suggest?"

"I'm going out flying with Toothless…"

"Your dad wants to kill your best friend and you're gonna expose him like that?"

"It's night. No one will see us. I'll be cautious."

"You're a big boy; you can deal with the consequences of your choices. You have been warned, though." She said matter-of-factly as Hiccup ran to his house, where Toothless was.

It took just the mention of the word 'fly' to make Toothless happy and eager to go. They were airborne in the blink of an eye without anyone seeing them. They flew over the open sea, near their island but far enough away to be on the safe side. Hiccup let out an exasperated sigh and laid down on Toothless's back. Then, he explained everything about his father to his best friend. Everything, from the disapproving scowls for being the 'runt of the litter' through the conversation he'd had with his father just moments earlier.

"So, summing up, when we get back you'll have to be careful. Don't leave our house, I'll try to reason with my father and try to probe into what his reaction might be and then I'll reveal myself…" the dragon only crooned in response, concerned.

"I know it's dangerous and all, I hope that he might not want to kill me after that. But I can't just let him keep thinking that I've been dead this whole time, it's not fair and I can't let him die thinking that a dragon murdered me. But I also can't risk you. You know, when he was only two, he killed a dragon with his bare hands!"

Toothless would have given him a disbelieving look if Hiccup could see his eyes; so instead, he just gutturally hummed to show he didn't believe it at all. Hiccup could understand everything his friend was communicating, words weren't necessary.

"Hey, don't believe me if you don't want to, but that's what I've heard." He said smiling and remembering what people said about the great Stoick, The Vast. He kept motioning his hands although he was still lying down and the dragon couldn't see him. "Anyway, I know it'll be hard for you, but don't leave our house, okay? I'll make it up to you and give you all the cod you want when they're gone. You may only go out if you know I'm in trouble, like, for example, if he tries to kill me or something…" Hiccup trailed off and the dragon purred in agreement.

"Shall we go back now?" He asked the Night Fury after a moment of silence and once again he agreed.

They had been out for almost an hour now, and it would take at least 30 minutes to reach home, enough to be sure that everyone'd be sleeping, except for the one who'd be making the night patrol, of course. Hiccup sat up a bit lazily, feeling that the position made him sleepy and he only wished it to last long enough for him to crash on his bed and immediately drift off to sleep. But when he shifted the pedal to move the fake tail fin, he felt something was wrong.

He didn't notice before that it was so hard to move the tail. What was happening? He gulped at the thought of having the rope rip again and shivered as he imagined how cold the water would be in the middle of the night. Toothless'd be fine, his rough scales protected him from both the fire and from the cold. Hiccup, however, was different. If he fell, he might even get hypothermia depending on how long it took them to get home after the unwanted bath and how the wind blew.

He sighed, relieved to see that the rope was fine. The problem was the connecting rod. Hiccup had noticed it was getting a bit rusty; it actually wasn't unusual to have happen because of the humidity from the sea. In fact, it was the biggest problem he'd had to deal with before he went to the Bog Burglars. Metal rusts quickly in high humidity places like the islands of the Archipelago, so he often had to sneak into forges in the middle of the night, steal what he needed and run away to utilize Toothless's fire to heat up the metal and make the pieces he needed. He had made spare pieces and took them with him when he left Bertha's island.

However, Hiccup had't had the time to make a new one recently and had ended up forgetting about it until that very moment.

"Great. It's rusting again…" he mumbled sarcastically. Toothless crooned, annoyed.

The rust made it hard to maneuver, but it was less threatening than a rope rip. At least in the beginning state, which it still was. Hiccup forced his prosthetic to shift the pedal and he finally made the tight turn. He needed to fix it immediately. He could actually ask Hall to make another one, the boy was a prodigy in the forge almost like Hiccup; he was a big help, learning the job quickly. But Hiccup knew he couldn't really afford to take that risk. The Berserkers could appear at any minute and they needed to be prepared.

They landed near the forge, flying fast and silently. No one noticed their presence coming home. Hiccup lit up the fire and felt the cozy comfort slowly erase the cold numbness in his fingers.

"Hey, bud, let's get inside. Stay hidden in that dark spot just to be on the safe side, okay?"

Sharpshot was probably the only one to notice them and entered the forge, landing near his human. The tiny dragon was grateful for his rescue and he often stayed by Hiccup's side, though obviously not as much as Toothless.

He grabbed a piece of metal and shoved it into the flames to heat until it was red, then he took it out and started pounding with a hammer to shape it. He repeated the procedure a few times, before the dragons heard a noise. When Hiccup noticed the dragons were looking at the door, he stopped pounding and turned to look that direction only to hear noises of someone approaching.

"Hall? Is that you?" He asked curiously. It had happened before, Hall appearing in the middle of the night when Hiccup mentioned that he'd work late. That was not the case tonight but he also knew that the boy liked to stay late at the forge.

"No, sorry… I was awake and heard the sound of pounding metal." Hiccup recognized the voice as Gobber's and quickly turned around so his back was toward the door instead of his face. "I'm a blacksmith, so I couldn't resist…"

Hiccup immediately searched for his cape, just to mentally slap himself as he remembered he left it in his house before flying out with Toothless. It wasn't really nice to fly with it because of the wind, so he left it there, thinking he wouldn't need it.

"It's okay. You can look, but I think it's better for you to go back to bed…" Hiccup informed him and shrugged with his usual hand gestures. He remembered how his former mentor liked to see different forges and talk to other blacksmiths about their work. But Hiccup didn't have time for that.

"It's been a long time since I've seen someone working with the left hand…" Gobber commented in a low voice that Hiccup barely heard over the sound of the clanging metal, so he wasn't sure if his former mentor was talking to himself.

Hiccup reminded himself not to turn his face to talk to him, like he normally would do with anybody else.

"Very good crafted items you have here." He pointed out a bit louder, grabbing a beautiful dagger from the table at the corner. Hiccup risked a quick glance, barely turning his face.

Gobber didn't say it, but it had been a long time since he saw craftwork like that, since Hiccup, actually. The boy had this way of giving attention to every part and every detail of whatever he did, therefore, the pieces he made were always nearly perfect. And Gobber was always proud of him, back when he was working with him in Berk's forge. Though his apprentice was dead, now. Gobber tried to take other apprentices, but no one worked as well as Hiccup and he often lost them because they quit, unable to stand the old man's nagging.

"Thanks." He said.

"And I like the drawings too. Nice designs. Is it a tail fin?" Hiccup didn't need to turn to see the various drawings he'd left on the table and all over the walls, most were the things he created for the village or improvements for Toothless's saddle and prosthetic. Hall was drawing stuff too, but their styles of drawings were so different that even Bork could tell them apart easily without sticking his nose into the papers.

"Yes. It is a dragon's tail fin."

"Is it… the tail?"

"Yep." Hiccup answered not wanting to give more details.

"Why would a dragon need a fake tailfin?" Hiccup sighed, relieved that Gobber didn't ask from which dragon species that was.

"Because he doesn't have his own anymore. It was an accident, he fell and hurt his tail badly, so he needs a prosthetic to fly…"

"Is that so…" Gobber trailed off and Hiccup just knew he was just talking but not paying too much attention, he was glad for it because if he was, he'd probably ask what type of dragon that was…

Hiccup stopped pounding and he realized the connecting rod was almost finished. It just needed a few more strikes and some other pieces changed as well and it would be done. He shoved the metal piece into the flames again and stealthily looked over his shoulder to see why his former mentor was so quiet. Gobber never stayed too quiet for very long.

He found him looking at the drawings that covered the wall, slowly reaching his right hand to touch them, as if he recognized the tracing style from his former apprentice. Gobber missed him, Hiccup guessed. In fact, the older blacksmith could never get rid of the crazy ideas or designs that Hiccup had kept in his little room inside the forge. They were now in a chest, though.

Gobber sighed and Hiccup resisted the urge to look over his shoulder again.

"You know, lad, you remind me of someone I knew. He's dead now, but he was a good boy. Your drawings are very similar to the ones he used to do…"

"I think I'll take that as a compliment." Hiccup tried to joke to lighten up the mood, but failed miserably. "By the way, is it Stoick's son?"

"Yes. How do you know?"

"I've heard a bit about him… Are you sure he's dead? I mean, from what I've heard, he just disappeared…"

"Oh, yes, he is. We saw the remains…"

"So you… saw his body?"

"Well, no. But there was nothing else that could have happened…"

"Seriously? I mean, I don't know, maybe he befriended a dragon and ended up running away?" Hiccup suggested, shrugging as usual and Gobber started to laugh uncontrollably.

"Hiccup would never do that! He was a good lad. Maybe a little too small and un-Viking, though…"

"Is that so?" He asked sighing and starting to pound the metal into shape again.

"Yeah, I mean, he was utterly clumsy, always making a mess wherever he went. So scrawny that Stoick could lift him with an arm. A real fishbone…"

"Thanks for summing that up." Hiccup mumbled sarcastically out of habit, not even realizing he had said that loud enough to be heard.

"Wait, what did you say?"

"Hm… Nothing…"

"He… used to say that…" Goober whispered and Hiccup gulped, mentally slapping himself. "In fact, he also used to draw like that… and he constantly moved his shoulders like that too…" He concluded and Hiccup kept avoiding turning at all costs, moving around to get another piece to add to the prosthetic new tail fin. "Why aren't you facing me?"

"Look, I'm really busy and I think it's late, maybe you should sleep and get some rest…"

"Yeah. Okay, Hiccup, I guess you're right…"

"Of course I am, I trust you know the way bac-…"

"Got yah!" Gobber yelled proud and happy. His voice was so loud it made Hiccup jolt from surprise and Sharpshot jumped, screeching disapprovingly. Toothless huffed angrily too, but Gobber didn't see him hidden in the darkness.

"Wha-what?"

"Got, yah. _Hiccup_."

"I don't know… what you're talking about…"

"Of course you know. I just called you Hiccup a second ago and you answered; you didn't correct me or anything." Gobber announced and saw the young man face palm, not even realizing when he was close enough to put his right hand on Hiccup's shoulder, turning him around to face his former mentor. "Hiccup! I knew it!"

Scared of what Gobber's reaction might be, he jumped back and had to be careful not to burn himself. Though he did drop a few tools backing away. Toothless was silent and still until that moment, but sensing the probability of peril to his human friend, he stood up and growled menacingly. It was then Gobber's turn to jump back.

"What tha… Is that a…. a…"

"Night Fury? Yes, he is. Gobber, Toothless. Toothless, Gobber. Please don't joke about his name."

"But it's a Night Fury. No Viking's ever saw one and lived to tell the tale…" Toothless stopped growling when he saw Hiccup wasn't in peril and tried to look less threatening.

"Yeah. Not even the mightiest Vikings. But here I am. Safe and sound. Toothless is not a killing machine, you know. I mean, yes, he is very powerful indeed, but he's the best friend I could have ever asked for…"

"You gotta be kidding me…"

"Nope. This dragon has saved my life more times than I can count. He didn't kill me at the cove, Gobber. Stoick can't kill him…"

"Stoick! He needs to know you're still alive! We thought you were…"

"Dead. I know…"

"But, Hiccup, why did you do that? Why did you fake your own death?"

"I didn't. You just assumed I died because you found scales and a bloody piece of cloth. Dad told me earlier. I swear I didn't know it until a few hours ago."

"Then let's talk to him, lad."

"It's not that simple, Gobber. He wants to kill Toothless. I can't let that happen. He's my best friend. I just need to know if he'd hate me too much for thinking I faked my death and ran away so he won't kill us both, okay?"

"He doesn't hate you, Hiccup. Believe me. I've seen him mourning your death for the past five years."

"Thanks, Gobber. But I need to do this in my own way."

"Lad, I'm not giving you more than 24 hours. I can't do that to Stoick. We're not leaving until you tell him the truth, am I clear?"

"Crystal. I wouldn't want you to leave before that anyway. I just don't want him to harm my friend…"

"Great. By the way, Toothless? Seriously? Toothless for the 'unholy offspring of lightening and death itself'?"

"I told you not to mention the name… But yes. Toothless."

"I'm pretty sure I saw some teeth in that mouth."

"Yeah, I know… Toothless, show him what you can do, bud." The black dragon opened his mouth full of teeth and then retracted them.

"Okay. That was actually amazing. I admit it…"

"Wait until you fly a dragon. It's way more amazing."

Gobber smiled. As if he'd ever fly on a dragon. Hiccup just rolled his eyes; even Bork admitted it was wonderful to fly, though he was still scared of heights.

"And who is this other friend of yours?"

"He's Sharpshot. I found him when he was hurt and so weak he couldn't even fire up. We treated him and in no time he was back on his feet. I named him that because he's got the best aim on the whole island." A dark large tail suddenly hit his head. "Ouch! Okay, you're right, sorry. Sharpshot has the best aim after Toothless, of course. As we all know, a Night Fury never misses." Gobber couldn't help but grin to see their interaction.

"That's true. By the way, you know what I just realized?"

"What?"

"You just totally kicked your cousin's butt."

Hiccup tried to hold on but he ended up laughing as well, only to stop abruptly as he felt a very acute pain in his abdomen. He soon discovered he was feeling better most of the time, but laughing could still hurt a lot. Brely passed a week since he was cut and even though it wasn't a deep gash, it wasn't just a thin and harmless paper cut either. Hiccup felt the need to rest for a bit and sat on the chair by the table not too far from where he was standing.

"You okay, lad? I think Stoick mentioned something about you being hurt…"

"He noticed? Well, yeah. I was stupid enough to let myself get cut. It's not too wide but it's a bit deep. Nothing to worry about, though. I'll be good in no time. I just need to rest a bit…"

"Okay. By the way, what were you doing here?"

"You know that tail fin drawing?" Gobber nodded. "It's for Toothless. Remember the night I said I shot down a Night Fury? It was true. I found him by Raven's Point, he was bound by the bola that I shot him with. I ended up setting him free and luckily, he didn't kill me. Then I discovered that his tail was damaged by his fall. One night, you told me that a downed dragon is a dead dragon." Gobber nodded, remembering that night by the fire with all the young trainees "So, I decided I didn't want him like that. I was actually feeling guilty, but it wasn't just that. He soon became my friend and I wanted to help him. So I created his prosthetic. Its works very well, but it only if I'm controlling it."

"And what was the problem with the current one?" Gobber asked and Hiccup motioned for Toothless to approach which show his tail and the dragon did.

"It's starting to rust. It happens sometimes. Especially when he goes for a swim using the prosthetic. I have to keep maintaining all the parts. I often make improvements on it as well. I now use a very thin leather to replace the membrane. See how the original one is extremely thin, yet resistant and flexible? I tried to make the prosthetic as close to the real one as I could. I wanted to make it thinner, so I experimented with normal cloth too, but it ripped off too easily. I've lost track of how many times we've fallen already… I don't know which is worse, the ground or the water…"

"So, you're clumsy even in the air, is that so?" Gobber joked and Hiccup grinned, remembering not to laugh. "Shouldn't the ground be harder?"

"Yeah, but try swimming during the winter…"

"Say no more." He laughed a bit and looked at the stuff his former apprentice had left unfinished. "May I help with something, lad? You look like you need some rest…"

"I'd really like that, Gobber. Thanks."

"What do I need to do, then?"

Hiccup smiled and started instructing him, finding it funny that he was the one telling his former mentor what to do.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 11<strong>

"And if I refuse?" He asked stubbornly. Sometimes, the line between the bravery and the stupidity is very thin indeed.

"Well, let's just say you and your dragon will regret it. Now, if you excuse me, I have some things to take care of. I'll let you think for a while." Alvin said before turning to leave, but stopped before he walked away. "Oh, and one more thing. Remember that, if you don't do what I want, I have no use for you or your dragon. And you probably guessed by now that I usually don't keep things that have no use for me."

Hiccup sighed heavily as he heard Alvin's footsteps getting further away. He rested his head against the rocky wall and hid his face in his hands, knowing he needed to plan an escape and soon. Ironically, he felt lucky that he had Inferno with him; they probably didn't notice the handle on his right thigh or didn't know it was also a weapon.

He was so focused on trying to plan an escape; it took him a while to notice a tiny dragon on the other side of the cell. It was a Terrible Terror. Hiccup wondered why he was so quiet and still so he got closer to it. It was then that he saw just how weak and thin the dragon was.

The green scales seemed to be pale and lifeless, and his reddish wings were bound against his body with heavy chains. When the dragon noticed Hiccup getting closer, he tried to stand up and fire, but couldn't. He was too weak to do either. Hiccup wondered if the poor dragon was left forgotten in there and for how long.

"Hey, little buddy. It's okay. I'm not gonna hurt you." He informed very slowly getting closer to let the tiny dragon get used to his proximity. The dragon tried to growl, but was too weak. So when he stopped, Hiccup moved near him.

When he was finally close enough to touch the dragon, he petted him very slowly and carefully, showing him he wasn't going to harm him. Soon, the dragon closed his eyes, enjoying the unusually soft touch, and then Hiccup knew he was trusted. However, when he tried to take a look at the chain, all he got was bites from the tiny dragon.

"Ouch. You don't need to be so rude. I just want to try and take them off!" He complained, but thanks to his leathery clothing, he barely felt most of the bites.

The chains were secured by a padlock, Hiccup obviously didn't have the key and couldn't ask for it, but he could try to open it anyway. Camicazi had taught him more than just sword fighting. As a Bog Burglar, she lhad earned since she was very young to steal and open locks. And she did teach him the basics. Luckily, he always carried the tools (like a pick set) she gave him and he used it to free the dragon's wings.

The Terrible Terror slowly opened his wings, feeling a lot better than before and then jumped on the young man's lap, getting comfortable and nuzzling him as if he was giving his thanks.

"Don't worry, buddy. I'll take you out of here."

Hiccup said, petting him. Surely, he could use the pick set to open his cell. The problem was if he got caught. He didn't know anything about the dungeon he was in, but he guessed it was big, and he still needed to find Toothless. If someone saw him along the way, he might be able to engage in a fight if there were only one or two Outcasts, but not more than that. And, maybe, if someone saw his cell empty he could alarm everyone, but if he hadn't found Toothless by then, he'd be in big trouble.

He needed the right moment. And it was probably at night. The sun light barely entered into the dungeon, but he could guess it was still day because it wasn't too dark and there was a lot of movement and footsteps from afar. He'd wait until he thought there was very little activity and safe enough to go.

Meanwhile, on Drakheim, Camicazi was both furious and worried.

"It's already dinner time and he's not back. Where the hell is he? I mean, seriously, all it took was this mysterious girl to make him disappear. He usually doesn't go anywhere without telling me or inviting me to go with him. Now he's all after that girl…"

"Maybe they just need some time alone…"

"Shut up, Eret." She glared angrily. She, Eret and Bork were sitting at their usual table in the middle of the Great Hall with their dragons, having dinner.

"Cami does have a good point. Hiccup doesn't just disappear. Maybe something happened with them. Something bad…" Bork said worriedly. "Can't you guys go look for them? Just to be sure they're okay…"

"But how can we find them? We literally have no idea where they could have gone." Eret pointed out. Bork sighed as if he was gathering patience.

"Simple. Use a Tracker Class dragon. Garth has a Nadder, he wouldn't mind lending Runa or going along."

Back in the Outcast dungeons, Hiccup was still waiting for the perfect moment. He didn't know how long he had been there, but he was already tired and hungry when he heard footsteps coming. He hated to admit but he was a bit scared until he realized it was just Heather.

"You! This is your fault!" He yelled and she quickly tried to shush him.

"Stop! Do you want to call their attention? Don't yell, they don't even know I'm here!" She said, "I brought you food and water. Look, I'm sorry for what happened, but I had no choice. Alvin captured my parents and my little sister. If I didn't do as he said, he'd kill them!"

"Oh, yeah? Why should I believe you?"

"I know you have no reason to do so. And I'm not asking for forgiveness, but I am truly sorry. At the beginning, I was okay with it, but as I got to know you and everyone else I felt really bad for doing so…"

"Maybe you could have told us. We always have a choice." He continued, stubborn and angry.

"I know. I'm sorry. But I was scared, they'd kill my family. What would you do if your family or people important to you lives were threatened like that?" He immediately thought about his father. If Stoick was in danger, Hiccup'd do everything and anything he could to save him. And then, he remembered Toothless, who was currently in a dangerous situation and was equally important.

"I know the feeling. They have Toothless!"

"He's fine, for now. Really. He's bound and trapped, but he's alive and well." She said and handed him a cup of water and bread. "I know it's not much, but at least you won't starve."

"Isn't it Alvin's orders?"

"No. As I said, they don't know I'm here."

"And what about your family?"

"It doesn't really matter anymore. Now that I did what Alvin wanted, we aren't any use to him anymore. I was stupid when I believed he'd let us go."

Hiccup was divided. Was she telling the truth now? How could he know?

"They have Moody as well. It's only a matter of time until they find out that she's blind. He won't want a dragon like that." Toothless! He had to save Toothless. As soon as Alvin discovered that he needs Hiccup to fly, he'd get rid of the crippled dragon too.

"How can I trust you?"

"I don't know, but I'm asking you to do it."

He knew his next decision might save him or doom him and his dragon even more.

"Look, what if we all escaped? Together. You help me out of here and free Toothless, then we can go away."

"But how? Toothless and Moody can't carry all of us."

"We don't have to go very much further. And Toothless is strong; he can carry me and your parents while you fly with your sister on Moody."

"Okay. I'm in!"

* * *

><p><strong>So, who guessed Gobber would be the first to know Hiccup's secret? Who did you think would be the first? <strong>

**And how do you think Hiccup and Heather will escape now? **

**For those who remember back in the beginning them mentioning that Sharpshot doesn't like to stay indoors for too long, that's why. **

**Hope you all enjoyed the chap! Leave your thoughts down below, I'd love to read your reviews! **

**Itban Fuyu **


	13. The Truth

**I'll not get tired of saying it: thanks ladipretender, for having the patience to edit and correct it all for me! :D **

**And thank you so much for the support guys, I've already gotten over 100 favs and that's really the higher number I've always received! Along with the over 160 followers. Now all I ask is for a bit more of reviews, please! Knowing what the readers think of it or might happen fill my day with joy! **

**btw, if you liked the cover or if you're wondering how Cami looks like, you can check my DA account (after reviewing), the link is in my profile. **

**Now, read and enjoy! :D **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Hiccup went out for a flight in the middle of the night to think things through and he ended up having to fix Toothless's prosthetic at the forge, only to catch Gobber's attention. The former mentor, then, realized he was his favorite apprentice and they vowed to tell Stoick soon that Hiccup was still alive in a way that wouldn't get Toothless killed. <em>

**Chapter 12**

**The Truth **

The next day, Hiccup woke up later than usual because he had come back home really late. He left tons of cod for Toothless, who was looking totally bored, before he went out with his cape on and hood securely in place. He watched the Hooligans (especially his father) from afar all morning, not forgetting to ask Garth to go a bit slower on the repairs.

"Okay, Chief. But, you should really make up your mind. Do you want them off of the island or not?" Garth asked, not angry, but merely confused.

"Yes… and no… It's complicated… Just stall for a bit, okay, but make it almost ready, so if they choose to, they may go whenever they want."

"Aye, aye, sir."

"Thanks"

Hiccup turned to walk back up the stairs, it was almost midday and he was already feeling hungry, so he went to the Great Hall. Sharpshot was keeping Toothless company back home, but Hiccup knew it was only a matter of time before one them bothered the other. And he wasn't wrong, since the little green dragon landed on his shoulder as soon as Hiccup started eating.

Bork sat beside him moments later, being followed, as usual, by half of his Terrible Terror pack. The other half was probably patrolling. Bork brought two extra plates of fish, leaving both by his side and the tiny dragons started to eagerly eat from one. The other one was intended for when the other group of the dragons arrived.

"Cami filled me in with the new stuff about our guests… It must be difficult for you…" Bork trailed off, glancing at Hiccup anxiously.

"I'll manage. Thanks for the concern, though."

"At least he doesn't have a weapon. I mean, we did take them all away... Except for that bald man with a hook for a hand. Are you sure it was a good idea to leave him with that?"

"Yeah. No problem. He's fine. Did your Terribles hide the chest with the Hooligan's weapons?"

"Don't worry, it's in a safe place."

"Okay, they might leave today, so be ready to ask your dragons to get it at any minute."

"Sure."

He agreed, by then Hiccup was almost finishing, while Bork was still in the middle of his meal when Heidi, Heather's little sister, approached running and out of breath.

"Hiccup… There's a problem…"

"Don't call me by the name!" He hissed looking around and relieved that no Hooligan was near.

"I'm sorry! I forgot…"

"Don't worry about it. What kind of problem, anyway?"

"It's a Scauldron, by that little shore about a mile from here." There was a tiny shore on the island, with sand and all, but it was too shallow for big ships to get close enough to dock, so it wasn't very concerning. "The dragon is usually very calm, but it seems to be in pain..."

Hiccup swallowed the rest of his food and stood up to follow the girl.

"Explain it to me better on the way."

"So, I noticed the dragon wasn't really eating lately, but I thought it was just my imagination. He seems to be very uncomfortable so I tried to help. He usually hangs out on that shore, but when I tried to help him, he almost spit boiling water on me a couple of times… I don't know what else to do… And Sten is there too, he was trying to help me."

"It's okay, Heidi. Just go back. I'll see what's going on."

She nodded and turned around to walk away. Hiccup kept walking and nearly jumped from surprise when he heard Stoick's sarcastic voice in a sarcastic tone behind him. Hiccup tried not to look at him. In the middle of the day with few clouds and blazing sun, he had to be extra careful not to let his hood fail to cover his face before he was sure he and Toothless were safe.

"I see, problems with the dragons… That's what you get for living with those beasts," Hiccup silently groaned, exasperated and his shoulders fell.

"Better than the time where it was kill or be killed. The poor animal might just have something going on. He might be hurt and all he needs is a bit of understanding and compassion… You know what? Why don't you come with me? I can show you how they can be very docile."

"I highly doubt that."

"Afraid you might be wrong?"

"Never."

"Then what are you waiting for?" Hiccup asked with faster steps, "Follow me."

If he were flying Toothless the path would take 10 seconds. On foot, it was about ten minutes of uncomfortable silence heading south. It was only when they were already reaching the tiny shore that Hiccup gathered enough courage to start a conversation.

"May I ask you something?"

"You just did." Hiccup rolled his eyes. The beginning didn't turn out as well as he had wished.

"I mean if I could ask a hypothetical question…"

"I guess so."

"What if your son was still alive?"

"I told you, it's not possible." He answered, a bit bitter. He felt as if he was talking to a very stubborn little kid, like his son had been as a child. They could see the Scauldron in the distance and the dragon was screeching in agony. Hiccup winced sympathetically while Stoick showed no emotion.

"That's why I said it was hypothetical. Anyway, what would you do if your son were alive and well? If everything was just a big misunderstanding? What would you do? Would you be mad at him for running away? Even if he didn't fake his own death?"

"You mean if he had run away with the beasts?"

"Yeah…" Hiccup gulped nervously, "What would you do if you found him again in a situation like that?"

"I'd be tremendously mad, of course!" Hiccup's heart sank. He knew he might hear that, that his father would probably be angry. And he prepared himself to hear that. He just had hoped to hear something else. Anything but a hate confession would be better. "Yet…" Stoick trailed off, "Yet I'd…"

"Watch out, D-Stoick!" Hiccup cut him off in mid-sentence almost making the mistake of calling him 'dad'. The boy was actually anxious to hear what his father had to say, but he had no choice but to interrupt.

Hiccup had to use his entire strength to push the stoic man to the side in order to evade the flying boiling water from the Scauldron. They had come right in front of him and luckily, Hiccup was paying attention to the dragon that had gotten scared by their presence. Sten was there, maintaining a safe distance and informing the new arrivals that he believed the problem had something to do with the dragon's mouth. Hiccup thanked the teenager and asked him to back away a little more before making shushing noises to sooth the dragon while Stoick just complained a bit more.

"It's okay, Buddy. We're friends. We're not here to harm you," Hiccup said raising his hands in a surrender-like gesture to calm the dragon down. The dragon stopped growling and just whined, sad and in pain, reaching his head to touch Hiccup's hand in front of him. Then, he explained to his father. "Wounded dragons tend to be more scared and act in a defense mode. They react mainly on protective instinct, it's not their fault."

"Yeah… right…" Stoick mumbled ironically, not sure if 'Ric' heard him or not.

"What's wrong, Buddy?" The dragon growled again and Hiccup ended up looking in its massive mouth only to see a big fishbone locked in place between the dragon's jaws. It was painfully stuck on the dragon's gums. Hiccup concluded he regurgitated part of his meal and it got tied there somehow on the way out. He petted the dragon gently and said with a soothing voice. "Don't worry. I'll fix it. But I need you to be very calm and still. It might hurt a little but don't bite me, please."

"Wait, you're going to stick your hand into that beast's mouth?"

"Yeah. Look inside, he's hurt. The only way to remove it is pulling it out…" Stoick approached and saw the stuck fishbone in the dragon's gums.

"You do realize that this dragon is poisonous, don't you?"

"Obviously I know. All I have to do is not let myself get cut on its teeth."

"Did you hit your head too often when you were a baby?" Stoick asked sarcastically.

Hiccup sighed deeply and mumbled under his breath, "You tell me…" but he concluded Stoick didn't hear him, or else he'd probably say something.

"If you want to help, you might want to hold his jaws open. Just be careful with the sharp part of the teeth and you'll be fine." Hiccup suggested and his father shrugged agreeing, he had strength to do that, he was Stoick the Vast, after all.

Stoick kept the jaws open by holding two teeth, one on the upper side and one on the lower side of the Scaldron's mouth. "But I'll warn you, if I see he's going to spit boiling water, I'm letting it go.".

"Sure. I wouldn't expect anything else," Hiccup pointed out, imagining his dad would say something like that. And then, boldly, he reached his hand inside the dragon's mouth.

The moment his hand touched the stuck fishbone, the dragon screeched in pain and unwittingly started to expel the boiling water inside him. "Get away!" Was all Hiccup had time to say, and Stoick backed away just in time, pulling his hand back to safety. The young chief, on the other hand, didn't notice, but with all the movement, he ended up catching a bit of the skin next to his elbow, where his leather clothing didn't cover, on one sharp tooth. The cut wasn't deep or wide, and so small he didn't even see it. What he did notice, though, was that his fingers, in the path of the flying boiling water, had almost gotten burned. Luckily, though, they hadn't.

The dragon calmed down and moaned sadly. Hiccup rubbed the skin on his left hand that had entered in contact with some expelled water, it just stung a bit, nothing serious. And then, he went to try again. Stoick seriously thought he was nuts but joined along. The second try, Hiccup managed to pull out the stuck fishbone. The Scauldron was so happy and thankful that he started licking the young man who had to hold his hood in place with a hand and push him away with the other.

"See? It wasn't so bad."

"I guess so…"

"He's gonna be fine now. Let's go back." Silently, Sten nodded in agreement and started walking back. Hiccup directly behind his left side and Stoick on the right, though nigher of them were moving yet.

"I thought you told me there wasn't any Night Fury rider…" Stoick said in a deep voice.

"Technically, that's not what I said, why?"

"Then, what is that demon doing here?" Hiccup frowned, confused, and turned to look in the direction his father was, the same place they had come from.

He saw Toothless with wide, curious eyes and Hiccup wanted to face palm, but there was no time. He knew that Toothless wasn't deliberately disobeying, he simply had good hearing. His human friend's yelp of pain with the Scauldron must have reached his ears, and he merely wanted to see if he was okay. The dragon didn't want to be spotted, and had actually thought that he was hidden well enough behind the trees; the problem was that he was just too dark and the day was just too sunny.

Stoick felt a bit betrayed and utterly furious. He needed to kill that murderous beast, so he charged in Toothless's direction, not forgetting to grab Sten's sword along the way. The boy was big, bulky and probably could have stopped the redhead from getting his weapon, but was just so surprised that he didn't react on time.

Toothless immediately adopted a defensive position, growling loudly, showing his teeth and narrowing his eyes into thin slits, prepared to fight Stoick if needed. Hiccup didn't lose a second or have a second thought. He grabbed Inferno and extended it in order to block Stoick's blow just before it reached Toothless. The Night Fury wouldn't let the Hooligan chief hurt him like that, but he also didn't want to attack his friend's father. And Hiccup knew they could seriously hurt each other if he didn't stop them.

It wasn't easy to block Stoick's sword, his anger made him even stronger, but the surprise of seeing a fire sword confused and distracted him for a few seconds. With the right hand, Hiccup motioned for Toothless not to attack and back away, an order he also directed at Sten, who refused to leave him in that situation. But Hiccup insisted, saying he'd be fine and Sten eventually felt like he had no other option, but he'd ask someone to help, like Camicazi or Eret.

Fighting Stoick was not the same thing as fighting Snotlout. His cousin had no control of his movements; all he did was swing the sword around with no technique or proper coordination. Stoick, however, was a different story. The total opposite, in fact. His father was not only really strong, but he was an experienced warrior and knew exactly what he needed to do with his weapon, even when a bit blinded by rage.

Hiccup struggled to stay unharmed, the advantages he had against his cousin were better technique and agility, now however, he only had the second one and he found it difficult to keep up. Toothless growled as if he was about to help out, but Hiccup told him not to. The black dragon was divided, not knowing what to do.

"Wait a minute, just let me explain!" He yelled, defending himself.

"NO! Get out of the way!"

"Stop! Would you for once in your life please just listen to me!"

Stoick had it. He was angry, furious. He had been searching for that devilish creature for five years and he wouldn't stop now. Stoick was thankful for the Strike Tribe's help, but if he needed to go through their leader to kill the Night Fury, he would.

Stoick then decided to finish it, he kicked his opponent right in the stomach area and it sent Hiccup straight to the ground, numb and disconcerted from the pain. That split second of disorientation could have cost Hiccup his life, if it wasn't for one thing happening. When Hiccup fell, his hood slipped out of place, going from covering his head to lying on his back, revealing his face.

Stoick was enraged but it all stopped as he saw his face. The young man in front of him was familiar, but older than he could remember. The rebellious, shaggy auburn hair was messier than his memory recalled, but the freckles were just the same. And the eyes, the green eyes that so much resembled his lost wife and that he thought he'd never see again. All of these characteristics could only belong to one person. "…Hi-Hiccup…?"

The young man sighed heavily, there was no reason to hide or try to deceive anymore. His eyes fell sadly as he retracted the fire blade. Stoick still held the sword, but it was down and non-threatening now.

"Yeah… It's me, Dad… I'm sorry… But, before you say anything, in my defense, I didn't know you thought I was dead, okay? But yeah, I ran away… And I'm sorry for disappointing you. Take it out on me, be mad at me, but please just don't hurt Toothless."

Stoick was so awestruck that he had no reaction. That is, until he heard the dragon's name. "The dragon? That demonic beas-"

"Stop. Don't do that. Don't call him names. It wasn't his fault. I was the one who decided to run away. He's my friend. My best friend."

Stoick looked at Toothless, still doubtful and angry. Everything was happening so fast he struggled to keep up; minutes ago, Stoick believed his son had been dead for over five long years. He was so disoriented that he didn't even realize Hiccup was still on the ground. The boy was not paying much attention either, and when he did, he motioned to his friend to get closer. "Could you help me up, Bud?" Toothless walked over until he was beside him and Hiccup grabbed the saddle so he could use it as a support. Sometimes it was difficult to stand up because of the prosthetic, depending on the position he was in, but usually he managed alone somehow, however it was harder to do it with a barely healed, painful gash on his abdomen.

Toothless crooned concerned and then huffed at Stoick. "It's alright, Bud. I'm in one piece, see?"

As Hiccup stood up again, Stoick looked carefully at his son. He was a healthy young man, alive and breathing like he had wished so many times over the past five years. His prayers were finally heard. His grip on the sword's hilt finally gave away and the weapon fell straight to the sand. His actions surprised Hiccup, but not as much as when his father approached him and did what he least expected. He hugged him. Hiccup stood there without knowing what to do until he felt his own arms hugging back. However they had to separate as they heard a voice calling out.

"Ric! Chief! Emergency!"

"Wow, Bork, slow down. Breathe a little first,," Hiccup said while he watched Bork support his weight on his knees to catch his breath from the run. Bork looked at him and frowned confused, gesturing to the hood on his back and not on his head, Hiccup nodded and explained. "He knows now… You could have sent one of your Terrors, you know…"

"Too important… They're here."

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 12<strong>

He knew his next decision might save him or doom him and his dragon even more.

"Look, what if we all escaped? Together. You help me out of here and free Toothless and we can go away."

"But how? Toothless and Moody can't carry all of us."

"We don't have to go too much farther. And Toothless is strong; he can carry me and your parents while you fly with your sister on Moody."

"Okay. I'm in!"

So Hiccup explained his plan. Heather gave him all the information he needed, how many guards there were, where the exits were, how big the dungeon was, and how far away Toothless and Moody were.

"So the guards around here are almost asleep by now," She told him. "They usually get very tired at night, with not much to do. My parents have been here this whole time, so they know a lot about it…"

"Right. I'll open my cell now. We can go save you family and then reach our dragons."

"You could to that the whole time? Why haven't you run away before?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "I'll explain later…"

Soon, he was able to open the cell door padlock with his pick set, without forgetting the tiny green and red dragon that was too weak to fly and could barely stand on his shoulder. Both trailed through the dungeon carefully, hiding from any source of movement or footsteps. Hiccup had to be extra careful with his metal leg clanging against the rocky floor until he decided to rip part of his clothes to wrap around prosthetic, so the sound wouldn't be so loud when he walked.

When they reached her family's cell, he was actually thankful he decided to be bold and take a risk, because, in the end, she wasn't lying. They were a bit confused, though, but there was no time to explain anything. Not even when her father asked, astounded, why the hell were searching for dragons. But since he was actually escaping, he couldn't really complain.

"Toothless!" Hiccup exclaimed in a whisper as he saw the black dragon, trapped and bound with chains and leather noseband. "Don't worry, Bud. I'm getting you out of here"

Hiccup wasn't as fast as picking a lock as Camicazi, but he did it as quickly as he could and soon his best friend was free. Toothless opened and stretched his wings, feeling a bit sore, but he nodded when Hiccup asked if he was able to fly. Luckily, the Outcasts didn't take off his saddle and prosthetic tail fin, probably because most of them were too scared to mess with the most dangerous dragon ever known.

Moody was a couple of empty cells away, she wasn't chained down, though, probably because she didn't give them as much trouble as the 'unholy offspring of lightening and death itself'. And then, they were tip toeing their way out of the dungeons.

When they finally got outside, the sky was already turning lighter on the horizon; the sun would be up soon. Heather's parents complained a bit about riding on a dragon, but they didn't really have a choice. It was either that or stay behind to be executed. Hiccup grabbed the Terrible Terror and held him on the saddle with him.

Heidi, Heather's little sister, was strangely exited to mount up. She was around fourteen, Hiccup wondered if maybe she didn't really remember how it was to deal with the raids, she was probably only ten or eleven when he killed the Red Death and the raids diminished significantly.

The second they managed to be airborne, they were spotted by an Outcast who started yelling. _Obviously,_ Hiccup thought ironically, I_t was just too easy..._ It didn't take long for arrows and catapulted rocks to come in their direction. Toothless and Moody evaded as best as they could, but the Night Fury was carrying too much weight and the Hobblegrunt could only sense the projectiles when they were dangerously close.

They were far from the shores yet, where it would be easier to fly away without getting hit. Because of the extra weight and the soreness in his wings, Toothless was slower than usual. Hiccup helped as he could by shifting the fake tail fin so the dragon could fly higher.

Things were getting even more difficult when a sonic blast that could only come from a Thunderdrum diverted a few arrows from their path.

"Need a little help?" Hiccup recognized the voice as Camicazi's, he turned and saw her and Eret heading their way on their dragons.

"Yeah, I'd appreciate it," He answered with the same joking tone she used, but he was awfully glad to see them.

"Who are these people?" Eret asked curiously as Windwalker diverted a rock and used another sonic blast to break a catapult. Shimmer shot acid on another catapult, and the Outcast started running to avoid the green liquid from the Changewing.

"Heather's family. Long story. Talk later, escape now." Hiccup quickly explained.

"I'll help you, Toothless," Cami said and motioned for her dragon to grab the man sitting on Toothless, she guessed he was probably Heather's father by what Hiccup said. He screamed, a little startled. Camicazi whistled and a Deadly Nadder came to them, it was Runa, Garth's dragon and then Shimmer dropped the man on the Nadder's back. Next, she did the same with the woman, who had be Heather's mother.

"Thanks!" Hiccup replied as soon as he realized that Toothless was flying a lot better without the extra weight, although, because of the pain, yet as perfect as he normally would. But it was enough to safely get them out of there.

They went back to the village and Heather explained everything. She said she was sorry for lying to everyone, but when she told them how Alvin captured their boat and how he threatened her family, most people got a bit understanding. Who wouldn't sacrifice something for the loved ones?

It took a while, but everyone forgave her. Heather and her family were so thankful that they promised to never lie to the Strike Tribe again. Her parents were a bit scared of the dragons at first, but soon they got used to the scaly creatures who curiously wandered around. Her family planned to go as soon as they made a new boat for them so they could leave, however, as they got more and more used to the dragons and everyone around them, the whole family decided to stay. They were a merchant family and often kept sailing on the open sea, but decided to change their life style and settle there.

Months had passed since then.

Peaceful and joyful months. Everyone was used to the dragons to an unimaginable level. Babies had their cradles rocked by the scaly creatures at night and they laughed at the sight of their big slit-like eyes. Something that their mothers never thought they'd see. It was as if nothing could go wrong and nothing could break that peace. But for the ones who lost most of their tribe, it was hard to rely on peace, for them, it seemed to be the calm before the storm.

* * *

><p><strong>So Stoick finally found out who 'Ric' really is! Things are changing... And I bet you all know whom Bork referred with "they're here", right? <strong>

**Anyway, please just leave me your review in the box below! I'll be super happy to read them! And tell me what you think will happen next! :D **

**Itban Fuyu**


	14. Attack

**Thanks, Ladipretender, my beta, for managing to edit it so fast! It's been a tough week for the both of us! **

**And also thanks for the reviews! Each one brighten up my day! :D **

**btw, if you liked the cover, maybe you'd also like to check out my DA page, the link is in my profile. **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Hiccup was trying to teach Stoick about how dragons can actually be good creatures when his father spotted Toothless and tried to attack him. Hiccup defended his best friend, however, he ended up giving away his true identity. Now, an emergency is on the way as Bork's dragons spotted something on the horizon. <em>

**Chapter 13**

**Attack**

"Wow, Bork, it's so nice the way you trained your dragons! How can you do that?" Heidi, Heather's little sister, exclaimed in admiration, and the boy blushed flattered. "You must have so much patience! Please, tell me your secret!"

"Thanks. But you're doing great with your Raincutter, Thump. She's responding great with the tips I gave you. I don't have any secret, though. Just patience, I guess. Hiccup once told me he believes I'm better at him than training dragons, but I don't think so. He can sooth any dragon in his way, he's a true dragon whisperer. I'm just the one with lots of time and perseverance." He said in a modest tone.

"Well, these are wonderful qualities too!" She complimented, petting Wodensfang in her arms. Bork thanked her again, still red as a tomato.

They were silent for a moment when Innocence approached and Bork extended his arm so the tiny dragon could land on it. The Terrible Terror screeched lowly as if to say 'I'm back and I have news'. Bork already knew how to differentiate between when the dragons spotted something and when they didn't, so when Patience landed on his head and Arrogance on his right shoulder, the boy was already showing the chart.

The first dragon to arrive pointed with his little paw to the picture of the boat, then, he showed the number ten. But something was weird; he kept putting his paw on it several times.

"That's odd; he has never done it before. He's supposed to show me the number one time only." Bork whispered more to himself, wondering out loud. The dragon just kept looking at him curiously as if to say 'don't you understand what I'm saying?'

"What if he saw more than ten?" Heidi asked, looking at the chart and putting a few strands of her dark hair behind her ear. Bork's eyes widened. Not because he realized his dragons could now multiply, but because of what it meant.

"That must be it! And it means that the Berserkers are near!" He concluded, "Go warn the others, I'll go find Hiccup!"

Bork broke into a run as soon as he informed her; he didn't have time to see her nodding and releasing Wodensfang, who followed his human, flying quickly. He knew where Hiccup was, so he ran directly to the small, sandy shore without giving it a second thought. He managed to make the usual 10 minute-walk in only five. When he got there, he didn't have time to notice anything else, not even the dragon with a forty eight foot wingspan by Hiccup's side or the fact his chief's hood was down, revealing his face.

"Ric! Chief! Emergency!"

"Wow, Bork, Slow down. Breathe a little first" Hiccup said while he watched Bork support his weight on his knees to catch his breath from the run. Only then, did Bork notice that the hood was down and looked confused at his chief, gesturing to it. Hiccup nodded and explained. "He knows now… You could have sent one of your Terrors, you know…"

"Too important… They're here…"

"Who are you talking about? They whom?"

"_They_!" And then Hiccup understood the meaning of Bork's fragmented sentence. His green eyes widened, concerned and he grabbed his scrawny friend's shoulder to assure his full attention.

"They haven't reached the island yet, have they?" Bork shook his head no while Hiccup took off the cloak and handed it to his friend so it wouldn't get in the way during the flight. "Great. Take all the children, the ones who can't fight and their dragons with you. Your Terrors know somewhere safe, they can lead the way. Take Heidi too." Hiccup directed and Bork nodded before his chief released him and jumped on Toothless, saying over his shoulder, "Dad, go with him!"

"What? But, what's going on?" Stoick asked Bork since his son was already so far up that he and his dragon looked like a tiny black dot in the middle of the pale blue sky. Bork was still panting when he answered.

"The Berserkers. They're attacking again. Only this time they have a lot more ships coming. About five times more, actually. Come with me, we need to take the children to a safe place." He turned to walk back to the village with very quick steps, Stoick following him just as fast.

"What! Nonsense! I'm a Viking. I'm never gonna run away from a fight. Especially when my son is in the middle of it!"

"Are you sure? It means that you're not going to attack the dragons. You're going to fight with them, not against them."

Stoick sighed, a little unsure for a second. It would be something new to be on the battlefield without aiming at the scaly beasts. But he could and would do that. It was for a good reason.

"I can deal with it. I just need my weapons back."

"Alright then, but are all of you going to fight?" Bork asked, grabbing a paper and pencil to write a note without slowing down.

"Of course! We are all Vikings! And they'll do it if I say so."

Bork nodded, finishing his note. "Wodensfang, take this to Heidi." The tiny dragon crooned in agreement and flew away. "The rest of you, get the chest of Berk's weapons back at home, and meet me in front of the Great Hall."

Stoick was astonished at the sight of these dragons obeying so quickly and willingly a boy that was even scrawnier than Hiccup. He was even more surprised to see the five Terrible Terrors on a wooden chest in front of the Great Hall just as the boy told them.

"Bork, I got your message, we still have a little time, thankfully the ships are really slow." Heidi said, approaching them with Wodensfang on her shoulder. "The little ones are already going to that place we hid them last time, I left Thump with them to lead the way. If we hurry we'll catch them."

"Right. You can go first, I'll be there as soon as I can."

"Okay. Don't go losing yourself in the forest."

"I told you that was just one time…" He mumbled, a bit shameful. Bork turned to the Hooligan chief. "Your weapons are here. Don't go slaying any dragons, and now you have to make that clear for all of you from Berk. I got to go, I have an order to follow."

As he informed Stoick, he turned and quickly went into the forest in the same direction that, moments ago, Heidi had. Naturally, the rest of the Hooligans approached as soon as their chief was found.

"Hey, don't you think that guy looks an awful lot like Hiccup?" Tuffnut asked.

"Shut up, you mutton-brain! The chief will hear you!" His sister scolded him and punched his arm.

Stoick followed the teenagers' gaze, already knowing he'd find his son. Hiccup was still Hiccup. The way he walked and gestured his hands and arms, it was just as Stoick remembered. That man not far from him was still his little boy. However, he was different. He had grown. He seemed leader-y and responsible, he was giving orders and positioning people just like Stoick had always wanted and dreamed his son would do. Well, not exactly like he dreamed, because in his dreams there wasn't a Night Fury behind him, though the other Hooligans didn't seem to spot the far away black dragon yet, after all, they were too busy noticing the weird young man that looked like Hiccup.

"By the lack of hood covering his face and the pride on yours, I'd say he told you." Gobber concluded, seeing his prosthetic attachment axe in the open chest by his brother-in-arms.

Stoick nodded, a bit absentmindedly, until he realized what that meant. "Wait, you knew? Why didn't you tell me?!"

"Before yah start yelling at me, I just found out yesterday, in the middle of the night. And he told me he wanted to talk to you himself." Meanwhile, the teens looked inside the chest too, finding their weapons and grabbing them while listening to the conversation.

And that's when it hit Astrid and she yelled in realization.

"He doesn't _look_ like Hiccup, he _is_ Hiccup!" The young man turned as he heard his name and gulped at the sight of the Hooligans, especially when he laid eyes on the pretty blond, who was now armed with an axe, that looked very angry.

"What are you guys doing here? Dad, I told you to go with Bork! This fight is not yours."

"We are Vikings. It's not like we're gonna run away from a battle. Besides, by what I heard, you're gonna need all the help you can get."

"That's true, but…" Hiccup was saying but was cut off by a sudden outburst.

"YOU! You stupid! You didn't have the right to disappear like that!" She yelled angrily and hit him hard on the arm.

"Ouch! Why would you do that?" He asked, rubbing his sore limb.

Astrid was confused, she had mixed feelings. She was indeed glad and relived to see him alive again; she had always blamed herself for Hiccup's supposed death, even though she didn't do anything directly. But at the same time, she felt cheated. Cheated that he was alive this whole time that she was blaming herself, cheated for trusting this mysterious guy so blindly, telling him how he reminded her of that boy she met and letting him take her on a somewhat romantic flight.

"You didn't have the right to cheat me like that! You tricked me!"

"Look, sorry. You can kill me later, right now, I have stuff to do." She huffed. How could he do that to her? And how could she stay mad at him for so long? He looked so handsome and so imposing. So different from the frail boy she last saw, yet so much alike.

"For Thor's hammer! Is that a Night Fury?!" Fishlegs asked, being Fishlegs. Hiccup was drawing so much attention for being alive that it took the Hooligans teenagers a while to notice the dark dragon going everywhere the young chief would. Besides, it took Fishlegs a while to guess the species of the never before seen black dragon close to Hiccup.

"Yes. He is. And his name is Toothless. Don't address him as _it_ again, he doesn't like that." Hiccup explained.

"Right, sir." He said, shamefully, and turned to the black beast that was looking at him as if he was raising an eyebrow. "Sorry… Toothless?" The dragon just rolled his rounded pupils.

"He forgives you." Hiccup translated.

"That's amazing! How do you know! Can you talk to him or something?" Fishlegs asked, exited, while Hiccup and Toothless exchanged confused looks.

"No. I don't speak dragonese or whatever language they do. I just know Toothless, that's all." Hiccup said. "I have to go now… Are you sure you guys will fight with us and the dragons?"

"Of course! Why do you ask? Do you think I'm a coward? Because I'm not! I'm gonna beat everyone, with my face!" Snotlout yelled in outburst, proud of himself as ever.

"You know, if you come to think of it, Hiccup was the one who kicked Snotlout's butt when he mindlessly attacked…" Fishlegs speculated out loud and received a punch from the short tempered young man.

"Shut up, Fishlegs! Go mind your own business!"

Ruff and Tuff started laughing. They found that episode quite amusing, and now that they knew about Hiccup, it was even funnier.

"Anyway," Hiccup interrupted them before they could start laughing harder. "The Berserkers are arriving and they're dangerous so be careful!"

"You too, Son." Stoick's voice was low and concerned. Hiccup half smiled and petted Toothless.

"Don't worry about me, Dad. I'll be on a Night Fury." He mounted the dragon and Toothless got ready, just waiting for the click of the prosthetic to fly. "Come on, Bud. Let's kick some Berserker butt." His prosthetic attached to the flying gear and they were soon in the air, just in time to hear the enemy's war cry coming from the shores.

There were so many it was like they were coming from everywhere. They surrounded the village area and were jumping out of their boats so quickly it wasn't possible to count them all. Hiccup and Toothless did what they could in the air, blasting as many ships as possible, but it was hard, since this time there were a lot of Berserkers shooting arrows and bolas at them and they had to keep dodging.

There were a few differences on their side too. Last time, most of the people fought on the ground, now, the finest fliers were in the air too, leaving only the best warriors on the ground with their dragons providing protection and firepower. And although the grounded fighters were skilled, the mounted ones were part of a bigger strategy. They were supposed to not only blast the still arriving ships and draw the attention of as many Berserkers as they could, but they were also supposed to provide aerial protection. Something never experienced before by Vikings.

And the strategy was showing to be very handy and working awesomely. Eret was in the air group and so were most of the teenagers from the destroyed village. They flew closer to the shores to hit and burn all the ships they could so there wouldn't be as many Berserkers fighting on the village grounds. Even with the arrows and bolas flying around them, they were managing to do their job.

Hall was on the air team, and his dragon wasn't the only one hitting things or enemies. The boy improved his shooting arrows skills while flying his dragon and his aim was better than ever, he could hit the running Berserkers on the ground. Like the one who was fighting a weaponless Sten. Hall and his dragon, Freya, landed besides Sten, who was now relieved.

"You're welcome." Hall said, already grabbing another arrow and placing it in the bow.

"Thanks. I owe you one…"

"Where the hell is your sword in a time like this?!"

"It's a long story… I ended up having a problem with it and now…" he trailed off, shrugging. "Anyway, did you make any spare swords?"

"Yes. Of course! Since Hiccup arrived with the news of the Berserkers I've finished lots and lots of arrows and swords. There's a pile of them in the armory and the forge on the 'upper level'. You should have gone there before!"

"Yeah, I know. No need to yell… By the way, what is that thing?"

"A saddle-quiver I designed and made myself." He answered, looking at the attachment to the saddle that held more arrows than the quiver behind his back. "Do you want my sword? I won't need it anyway…"

"Thanks, but I'll just grab this one. It's heavier, yours is too light." Sten said, picking up a big sword lying on the ground from a deceased Berserker. As he rose up again, he saw one of them running up to them from behind Hall, he only had time to yell, "Watch out!" Hall turned and thankfully he had already notched an arrow to be put in the bow, so all he had to do was aim, pull and release. The arrow hit the target precisely. "Are you okay? You seem distracted. Too distracted considering the situation…"

"I'm fine… It's just... I've been thinking… Why are they attacking during the day? They always came at night."

"I have no idea. Maybe Dagur is even crazier than we thought or they ended up missing the time and arrived earlier or later."

"No. He's mad but not that stupid… There's something else. There must be a reason for it."

Sten shrugged. "Or maybe they're so sure they'll win to bother coming at night."

Hall nodded. He could be right. Even so, he wasn't convinced. The Strike Tribe had dragons, after all. Why bother attacking with full force if they weren't going to do it with the advantage they usually had at night? They came after dawn for a reason. Various ones, actually. First, their enemy would be sleeping and would take longer to strike back. And second, it would be harder to be spotted, just like Toothless.

Then, it hit him.

"It's because of Toothless!" Hall exclaimed, almost yelling in realization.

"Excuse me?"

"Toothless is practically invisible at night. Last time they couldn't get close enough to take him out of the sky. They're after Hiccup and Toothless. I have to warn them!" He informed Sten just before he jumped on Freya to get airborne.

Hall tried to warn his chief and watch out for the arrows in his direction, aiming his counterattack from the air. However, when he managed to get close enough to yell some sort of warning, bolas suddenly wrapped around the Night Fury's tail and prosthetic fin, sending both dragon and rider straight to the ground.

Hiccup landed a few meters away and he stood up as quickly as he could with Inferno in his hand just to find Dagur the Deranged, in front of him. Meanwhile, more men were throwing nets at the Night Fury in an attempt of trying to immobilize him; they only stopped when arrows coming from the sky hit them in vital areas.

Toothless started to struggle to break free from the ropes while his human was busy trying to keep his head attached to his neck. Hiccup was a good sword fighter, but unfortunately, his opponent possessed just as much skill.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 13<strong>

"Stop laughing! I'm serious! Will you help me or not? We could have made peace with the dragons but we still have other potential enemies. In fact, all the tribes could now be our enemies, they hate dragons, remember?" Hall said, arms crossed and eyebrows furrowed.

"I know. It's just that I'd never expect that from you. I mean, you always hated sword fighting…" His friend Sten commented.

Sten was the big bulky kind of Viking who was good at practically everything, strong and smart; he just wasn't worshiped in his old tribe because his family was considered weird and they were foreigners. They were pacifists and refused to fight. It was that extreme nonaggression that got them killed in a raid when Sten was very young. He was raised by his grandparents, who died a few months before the village was attacked. Hall related to him since they were young because Hall's father was killed in a raid too, though his dad was a brave warrior. But even so, Hall was looked down at by most people because of his lack of skill and strength. He wasn't as weak-looking or scrawny as Bork or Hiccup, but he was still too thin for the Vikings' standard. The two misfits were totally different from each other, but their few similarities built a strong friendship.

"Yes, I still do, but my life can depend on it, you know… Long distance weapons are okay with me, I can shoot an arrow right where I want from miles away. But if the enemy is too close, I might be dead before I have time to grab a bow…"

"Yeah… That's actually true… But you're fast with the arrows."

"I know. Will you help me or not?"

"Of course. Get a weapon and let's train outside the village. It will be easier to concentrate without people looking."

"Tell me about it…" He mumbled, knowing how embarrassing it would be.

As soon as they got their swords, they walked until they found a high clearing cliff on the east part of the island. Without getting too close to the edge, obviously, they started to train with real weapons, because they were Vikings, after all.

"Are you sure it's not better to use a wood case?" Hall asked, insecure.

"Nonsense. Your enemies won't use it. Besides, I know what I'm doing, so I won't hurt you."

"I don't. And what about accidents?"

"Don't worry, you won't hurt me."

"I know that. It's not what I'm worried about…" Hall mumbled. Despite Sten's parents being very un-Vikingish, Sten was the perfect example of a Viking. Although, unusually smart, he was also utterly strong and skilled at fighting. And completely reckless.

And then, they began. With Hiccup's help, Hall managed to make a sword for himself, a bit smaller and lighter than most weapons, so he could carry and swing it faster than he would a heavier one. So they started training every day at the end of the afternoon. And one night, they had dinner and decided to keep training a little more after eating. Hall was slowly improving, but his body was always sore in the mornings. Yet, he wanted to push himself harder.

"Okay, you're doing great. But try to be faster, at night it's more difficult to see, so you have to be twice as careful and twice as fast." Sten oriented, swinging his sword dexterously.

"I'm being as fast as I can… Wait, what's that?"

"Nice try, but I'm not stupid. I won't look."

"No, I mean it." Hall then stopped and Sten had to be careful not to slay his friend unwillingly.

"Don't stop like that, Hall!" He scolded.

"I told you to stop."

"Your enemy won't stop in real life if you ask politely…" His sarcastic tone would normally be irritating, however Hall wasn't really paying attention to him.

"We're not enemies. Anyway, just look. Right there." The smaller one said, pointing to the open sea. In the distance, a few white sails could be seen heading their direction.

"Let's check it out!" Sten suggested, almost jumping in his dragon, but was held down by his friend.

"Are you crazy? We don't know who they are. Let's go warn the village first. On the night of the attack of our old tribe, lots of lives could have been saved if we were warned just a little bit earlier."

"You're right…" Sten mumbled sadly.

They mounted their dragons and flew back, reaching the center of the 'middle level' in a matter of seconds. Luckily, they found Hiccup, Eret and Camicazi leaving the Great Hall at the same time and warned them. It was ordered for everyone to prepare for battle, and the ones who couldn't should hide with their dragons while Hiccup and Toothless flew under the cover of night to take a look at it. They flew very high so they wouldn't be spotted, it was hard to clearly see the enemy, but they got the basics. Twenty ships, around five or six men each, it was hard to tell, and Hiccup also could see the drawing of a Skrill on the sails. It was the Berserkers. And they were coming fast.

Hiccup and Toothless only had time to swiftly come back and inform everyone about it. The sagacious chief decided to bait the enemy. With all of the kids safely in the forest lead by Bork, the rest of the village was supposed to stay indoors and pretend to be asleep. During the attack that killed almost their entire tribe, the Berserkers came deceitfully and started killing when everyone was still slumbering. For some reason, they probably wanted to do the same thing now.

Hiccup also knew that the Berserkers appeared at that tribe earlier, seeking immediate obedience; though it was obviously not going to happen. Then, they came at night. He wondered what their plan was and why they were attacking without the "diplomacy" bullshit first. As if she was reading his thoughts, Camicazi wondered out loud.

"Does that stupid leader, Dagur, want to be famous, by any chance? Gosh, how senseless can he be?" They were sitting behind some houses on the 'middle level' because that was where most of the houses were and was definitely the place where the Berserkers would start the murdering.

"Wait, what did you say?"

"That he's really stupid."

"No, I meant the other part."

"He wants to be famous?"

"That's it. Why'd you say that?"

"Isn't it obvious? We are starting to be noticed, Hiccup. People already heard about the 'tribe of dragons' that lives in the east. I know that because my mom keeps me updated."

Hiccup's eyes widened. "Oh, Thor! That makes sense now! Cami you're a genius! I could kiss you right now!" Hiccup said, not noticing the redness of her face.

"What makes sense?" Eret asked, still confused.

"Everything! First, I've heard rumors the last time I went to Market Day. Apparently, Dagur killed his own father to take control of the Berserkers. I had the displeasure of meeting Dagur when I was very young. He's been a psycho since I can remember. But he was never stupid. He did it all for a reason. He wants power. Doesn't matter how he reaches it. Cami is right, he wants to be famous, he wants to go into each and every village and have its people immediately obey him. He wants to be feared."

"You're saying he wants to conquer the entire Archipelago? Like, be the King of every tribe or something?" Eret asked. Hiccup nodded.

"And he wants to do it by giving examples of what might happen if people don't surrender. Like murdering an entire village… Or destroying a famous village like ours, because we have dragons on our side." Cami concluded wisely and Hiccup nodded again. Everything made sense for them now.

"Do you think they might come with full force?"

"I don't know." Hiccup answered Eret. "I counted 20 ships, but I don't know how many they used to kill that tribe or how strong they are…"

Hiccup mounted Toothless and they flew unseen into the sky, the enemy was about to strike, but he wanted to be the first. Toothless shot a purplish blast with perfect aim, destroying one of the ships and sending Berserkers into the water. That worked as a signal and as soon as the ship was on fire, the people of the Strike Tribe started attacking.

The whistling sound of a Night Fury crossing the air was a relief for the allies, but a dread to its enemies, and the fact that they couldn't even see the awful creature was even worse. It was impossible to tell when and where the next blast would come from or what it would hit. The night was perfect for Toothless. Dagur huffed angrily; he didn't know they had a freaking Night Fury too.

For the moment, Toothless was the only dragon airborne; the others preferred to be close to their humans to protect them, since most of the battle was happening on the ground. Cami was on the ground for other reason too; Shimmer could blend in with the landscape and attack from anywhere.

Some Berserkers got so scared by the sound of the 'unholy offspring of lightening and death itself' that they got disoriented, running from side to side without knowing what to do. Eret took this opportunity to ask his Thunderdrum, Windwalker, to sonic blast them into the air.

Bork's terrible sight stopped him from fighting well. He tried, but he could barely cover the basics, because he couldn't really know the right position to block the attack until it was too late. It frustrated him, however, he found himself useful to lead the children away from the conflict. Heidi and her dragon were helping too, even though she could fight better. They were far away, but they could tell a battle had begun because of the eerie feeling and the low clanging sound of swords heard in the distance. Besides, they could also see the powerful Night Fury's blast against the dark sky.

Meanwhile, a very deranged Dagur knew he probably wouldn't be able to win, so he ordered his men to do the greatest damage they could do. He sent men to tear up the new feeding stations and break the houses too, wounding as many people and dragons as possible in the process. One of them saw a boy with a bow and arrows on the rooftop of a house and had the great idea to set it on fire.

The boy had just turned 15 and although he had begun sword fight training, he wasn't really good at it yet. But shooting arrows was his thing. In fact, Hall was a natural at it. He chose a high place so he could see everything and shoot sharply. And that was what he was doing, despite the darkness; he could identify who belonged to his tribe and who didn't. That is until he realized his house beneath him was on fire.

Hall's house wasn't big, but was high, like Hiccup's house on Berk, with two floors. If it was just him, he wouldn't need too much space because he lived alone, but the dragons liked the amplitude and the boy liked the height. Wood can burn quite fast and when he noticed the flames, he couldn't get down to the window where he came outside.

The roof would soon give in and he had no way but down. He had never been more thankful for the dragon friends than that moment. Without them, he probably would get burned alive right there. His riding dragon was a Hackatoo named Freya and she noticed the peril just in time to lift Hall from there, moments before the wooden construction collapsed.

"You're always getting yourself in trouble…" Sten teased as Hall and Freya landed not far from him and his dragon that was sending a Berserker far away by swinging its tail.

"Oh, just shut up…" He said looking at his house, or what was left of it. Thankfully there was no one inside and he didn't have anything important there, all the designs and projects were on the forge, but he'd have to rebuild everything again. Freya was a very agile dragon, so she could cover up her human while he kept shooting. Until he had the great idea of doing it from the sky on the back of his dragon.

The fire that consumed the house started to grow and illuminate the entire village and even the dark sky, making it more difficult for Toothless to blend in with the night. Even so, Hiccup knew he had to draw them away and fast. Toothless's blasts ended up destroying half of the ships by the time Hall and Freya started to shoot fire and arrows at the Berserkers when the Night Fury got closer to the ground. Sten followed their lead and jumped on his dragon's back, Calder to help them.

It didn't take too long after that to make the remaining Berserkers run away like cowards and almost leave a very frustrated and yelling chief behind. Dagur jumped on one half torn up and burnt boat just in time to depart.

The Strike Tribe could have gone after them and blasted what was left of the fleet into the middle of the ocean to drown them. However, that was not Hiccup's style of fighting. If the enemy was leaving, he didn't have to do anything else. His tribe was safe and that was what it mattered. Even if he knew the troubles his decision would cause him, he probably wouldn't change it anyway.

* * *

><p><strong>So, guys, what din't you think of the chap? Hope you all liked a lot and don't worry, the story won't finish so quickly after the Berserker's attack. <strong>

**I know I gave the OCs some more appearances in this chap, but I hope you all liked them anyway.**

**Please leave your thoughts of the chap for me in a review! **

**Maybe you guys can help me reach 107 reviews? (the same number of favorites when I posted this chap)**

**Itban Fuyu **


	15. Counterattack

**Sorry it took so long, guys! I've been really busy the past few weeks with the deliver of my monograph, but it's finally over now. I was also hoping to get more reviews, so you all should review more to get chaps faster! :D **

**Thanks, Ladipretender, for editing this chap so fast and for being so patient with me, geez, I didn't notice I left so many things still wrong even after I revised it, even the stupid stuff I knew were wrong but didn't see them... **

**Well, now, on with the chap! **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Stoick finally found out the identity of the Strike Tribe's chief and was very happy to encounter his son again, but the moment didn't last long before Bork arrived with bad news. The Berserkers were spotted and their goal was to destroy the Strike Tribe, so the Hooligans join in the fight. Hall discovered Dagur's plan for attacking in broad daylight and dashed to tell his chief, only to see Hiccup and Toothless get knocked out of the sky by a flying bola. <em>

**Chapter 14**

**Counterattack **

Dagur was deranged, therefore, he didn't fear much. Fear could hold someone down, but when the psycho man wielded it, there was nothing that could stop him. Dagur was insane and utterly thirsty for power, anything that got in his way was merely an obstacle he had to destroy. And by the way he saw things, Hiccup and his tribe were nothing but another big hindrance.

Dagur wanted one thing and one thing only: power. He wanted to be able to control everyone, everywhere, and to conquer other lands he had never even seen. But for that, he needed people to obey him, and in his twisted mind, he'd only have this through fear. Which meant he needed people to fear him so they would obey him. And he needed to be noticed, to be feared. It was as simple as that.

That was when Dagur started to decimate villages. Entire tribes were destroyed overnight. He gave them options though. Either they joined him and the Berserkers, to obey his every command, or they could all die. Obviously, most laughed at him. It was hard for Dagur to allow anyone to survive. If someone did, it was by sheer luck. He started with tribes like the one whose survivors joined the Strike Tribe, they weren't too big, like the Hooligans or the Meatheads, but neither were they too small.

When the smaller tribes heard about his doings, they usually had no option but to join the deranged chief. However, while Dagur was expanding his control through the exploitation of the fear of weak villages in the distance, the Strike Tribe started to get noticed. And soon, he also discovered that this community was made from a part of one of the villages he thought he had completely decimated. He was pretty angry when he found out, and worse, it was giving hope to those who were only following him out of fear.

Dagur didn't know this, but the problem with ruling by fear was that any spark of hope could unbalance his power. And when he sensed it, he knew he had to immediately smother said spark. He sent, at night, 20 ships to attack. The tribe wasn't very big and, usually, he would use around 15 for a village of that size. But that didn't go as planned; because he could have never imagined a few dragons and humans could do so much damage. Besides, Dagur didn't know about the Night Fury, and, invisible at night, it put the Berserkers at a distinct disadvantage. He had to retreat.

His reputation was severely wounded and he needed to fix it. A few months later, he gathered up his entire Armada for another attack. If, at thievery least he killed their leader and the Night Fury, tearing up apart the rest of the village in the process, he'd have his reputation back and maybe get an even stronger one after that. He had set his goal. And he'd do anything to achieve it.

That's why he was fighting Hiccup so fiercely, who was defending himself as best as he could. His fire sword was usually used to intimidate his opponents, but in this case, there was no effect on Dagur, he kept attacking him with all his might, not caring that he could get burned, or worse.

Hiccup was in a difficult situation. Not only because Dagur was strong and skilled, but also because there was something wrong with himself. Usually, Hiccup had 3 main advantages when sword fighting; agility, skill and his dominant hand. It was harder for a right handed to fight a lefty because it was completely opposite to what a person was used to.

However Hiccup could feel that his body was heavier than usual, was harder to move and his muscles would respond slower than he wanted. His nimbleness was compromised, and his skill matched as the opponent swung his sword so fast that Hiccup was struggling just to defend himself.

While fighting, his eyes spotted something. On a spot where his left arm wasn't covered by leather, his light green shirt around his elbow was slightly stained red. It was blood, he knew it, but how did he get that cut? It could only have been from the Scauldron. Which meant that venom must have entered his system and was slowing him down, especially his left arm that was starting to get sore. He didn't have time to worry about it, if he wasn't careful enough, he'd easily get stabbed and it would end all of his worries. Besides, the venom alone wouldn't kill him, they had a way to counter the effects of it; he only had to keep breathing until then.

In that moment Dagur swung his sword so hard and fast that Hiccup lost his grip on Inferno, causing it to fall a few feet from him. His left arm was becoming numb. He could use the right hand too, he had been training for it, but wasn't half as good with it as he was with his left one. Now, he was weaponless and in the second that he was distracted, Dagur managed to make Hiccup tumble and fall backwards.

When Dagur approached, Hiccup managed to stop him by kicking his sword away with his prosthetic, hitting his hand in the processes and probably breaking at least one finger. But that didn't stop Dagur. He grabbed his dagger and tried to stab Hiccup on the ground, staying in front and over him to prevent his escape.

Hiccup did his best to hold and push away the dagger that was too close for comfort. He realized that Dagur knew he was hurt around his stomach; the blade was nearly there. Hiccup heard his dragon trying to break free to help him, and the muffled croons indicated Toothless had something covering his snout shutting his mouth, but he couldn't turn to see, all his attention was on the blade.

The ropes around Toothless started to rip and snap when the dragon heard his human's cries of pain. Dagur started complaining about how Hiccup was in his way and how he wanted to see him die slowly, but Hiccup wasn't really hearing him, all he could do was feel his gash reopening, getting wider and deeper as Dagur's blade made contact, determined to cause some real damage. Slowly, Hiccup's grip began to loosen. His strength was fading, his vision was getting blurry and his thoughts hazy. just when he couldn't hold on any longer, Dagur was finally gone, thrown away by a tail swing and Hiccup could breathe, relieved.

Hiccup looked up, expecting to see Toothless, but he found the Rumblehorn whose offspring he had saved before. The mighty dragon screeched in anger and started attacking Dagur, who barely had time to stand up after being jettisoned.

Stoick had never been concerned to see a dragon drop from the skies until the moment he saw the Night Fury falling. He searched for it, but, without knowing the place well and having to stop almost every minute to slay an opponent, it was getting difficult to reach where Hiccup had fallen to see if his son was still okay.

When he finally reached the spot the Night Fury crash landed, he saw a Rumblehorn attacking the leader of the Berserkers and his son trying to stand up, his right hand, placed over his abdomen seemingly covered with blood; his left hand was on the handle of the fire sword but it was retracted. The Night Fury behind him was almost free from a bunch of nets and bolas some Berserkers had managed to wrap him in before they perished.

Stoick didn't lose a minute, and was already by his son's side, helping get him on his feet. His father, seeing his wound was concerned and asked if he needed some help, but all Hiccup could do was nod and insist he was fine while walking to Toothless in order to use Inferno to liberate the dragon from all the ropes.

Hiccup reached into a small bag compartment on the saddle and took out some clean linen from inside. He always left a first aid kit in Toothless's saddle in case of situations like this. He used the white cloth to apply pressure to the wound, keeping as much of the red liquid inside of him as possible. Feeling weak, tired and obviously sore, Hiccup sat on the saddle and allowed himself to take air in and out for a few seconds, before he looked around and gasped at the sight.

"I can't believe it…"

"What?" Stoick looked around not understanding what his son meant.

Hiccup grabbed more cloth and wrapped it around his abdomen, trying to secure the pieces well enough so he wouldn't need to hold them all the time. He still needed his hands free in order to fly Toothless. Mesmerized, he managed to stand up so he could see the sight better.

"The dragons… they're fighting too."

"Son, they've been fighting from the beginning, are you sure you'll be able to keep standing like that?" Hiccup smiled weakly.

"You don't understand. I wasn't talking about our dragons; I'm talking about the wild dragons. The 'pet dragons' have human friends and they'll fight to protect them, but the wild dragons aren't attached to any human, they just live around our village on the island. Even so, they joined the fight to help us. Don't you see? We still have a chance to win." Hiccup explained watching it all unfold. "But, apparently, they're confused, they've don't really know what to do, they never done something like that and they lack strategy. That's why they're imitating other dragons of the same species that have human friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah. Look there, Eret is being followed by a few Thunderdrums and they're doing exactly the same thing as Windwalker." Hiccup looked at the shores and saw the various Berserkers ships there. "If only I had at least one Zippleback with riders, they could show the others how to make a really big cloud of smoke that we could detonate, almost destroying the majority of the ships in one blow…"

"Why you don't have any?"

"Flying a dragon is not easy. The minds of dragon and rider must be connected, but a Zippleback needs two riders just as close and willing to share one dragon."

"You mean like brother and sister? Like Ruffnut and Tuffnut?"

"Well, yeah, I guess they could do it just fine… They'd also need someone to cover them, since they'll be too close from the ships; I guess some Gronckle and Monstrous Nightmares could do this…" Then, Stoick gestured for the twins, Fishlegs and Snotlout to approach. "What are you doing?"

"You said you needed more riders. I think they can help you somehow."

"What? I'm not going up on any of those beasts!" Snotlout complained and crossed his arms, just before a Monstrous Nightmare grabbed him by the jaws, not strong enough to harm him, but as if to say 'don't call me beast or next time it will be worse'. "Get me out of here!"

"Put him down, boy." Hiccup requested gently and the dragon did just that. "So Snotlout got the Nightmare, that leaves the Gronckle to Fishlegs and the Zippleback to the twins."

"Wait, what? Me? Riding on a dragon?"

"Don't worry, Fishlegs. All you have to do is get on, hold tight and give instructions and the dragon will do everything. We don't have time for trust exercises or flight lessons, so you'll have to deal with it or we'll all end up dying here. I'll explain what you'll have to do."

"What about me?" Astrid said coming closer too, the Nadder which she had flown on with Hiccup following her. In fact, the dragon had been helping Astrid for a while now without the girl even asking for it. Astrid was amazed, but she didn't want any help, after all, she was a strong warrior.

"Some Nadders are already following Garth's dragon, Runa, but I'm planning something that's gonna need two groups of Nadders to lead."

Hiccup said and started explaining his fiendishly clever plan. First, to the twins. Hiccup was a bit apprehensive on relying on them; he remembered how they were, silly and rarely paying attention. They didn't seem to have changed one bit. However, they also liked seeing explosions and destruction, so maybe, telling them about the enormous damage the detonation was going to cause would be enough to persuade them to fulfill the task.

Next, he talked to his cousin. If there was someone that concerned Hiccup more than the twins, it was Snotlout. There were various reasons for that, for example, the issues he had following an order or formation and he didn't know if his cousin could put aside the bullying history to accept something his 'useless' cousin had to say. However, it turned out Snotlout was actually almost capable of being serious when it came to battles. Almost.

Then, it was Fishlegs turn. Although a bit frightened and all, he knew Fishlegs would actually try and do his best, he was a lot like Bork, always trying his hardest but almost never being recognized for what he did.

Hiccup considered the tasks simple. Snotlout would have to fly low and draw attention to the Monstrous Nightmares. The Berserkers still on the boats would attack them and, while they were preparing and reloading, the twins would come with the Zipplebacks, releasing all the gas they could. Since Tuffnut was on the sparking head, he'd have to hold the dragon so no one would ignite before they were supposed to. It all needed to be at the right time.

Fishlegs and the Gronckles would be right after. They'd help the Zipplebacks not get hit and maybe knock out a few Berserkers on the way, using their tails, obviously, if they released fire, the gas would explode. The gas could only be lit up when all the ships were covered by the green mist. The four Hooligans weren't giving the plan any credit, but they agreed to it anyway.

Meanwhile, Hiccup was flying on Toothless, with Astrid and the blue Nadder to his right.

"And what do I have to do?" She asked, struggling not to fall, but she noticing Hiccup seemed so tired it was hard for him to stay awake.

"Come with me. We need Garth and Runa too." He said as he saw the experienced war man fighting on the ground with his dragon. Toothless flew low and Hiccup told the man to get on the dragon and fly after him. In a few seconds, the three riders and their dragons were flying above the village, out of the range of any arrow they could shoot.

"What's going on?" Garth asked.

"We're gonna finish this once and for all. The wild dragons are joining too and they're following the ones with riders," His voice was pained. Garth took a moment during or after Hiccup's explanation to look around and notice what he said. "I want you and Astrid to fly low and use the Nadder's spines to draw them away. Try to separate quarrels and struggles, scare them away but be careful not to get shot. Just two Nadders wouldn't make much difference, but if a lot follow them, we'll be able to surprise the Berserkers and they'll run for their boats. And more importantly, use your spikes to surround them, give them no other path but to their boats. I'll try to lure them away as well."

"Aye, aye, sir." He responded and motioned Runa to fly to one side of the island. Astrid didn't move, though. She kept looking at the young chief with concerned eyes.

"Are you sure you can do this? You seem too tired…"

"Astrid, haven't I told you Toothless and I defeated the queen of the dragons? A mountain size monster? Believe me, we can handle it." He said with a small, cocky smile on his face and she felt something she'd never felt for him before; proud. She was proud of the new Hiccup she had just met, he was grown and he was stronger and more impressive than she could've ever dreamt of seeing him to be. But maybe a bit more idiot, too.

"Okay, then." She said before tapping the dragon and making her fly low, followed by other Nadders.

With Garth on one side and Astrid on the other, Hiccup started attacking Berserkers from the middle to make them run back to their ships. Toothless flying fast and hitting with precision.

Chaos began as the Berserkers were surprised to see all the dragons attacking in perfect formation, circling them to leave only one route out. Hall soon realized the plan and helped Hiccup by shooting more arrows at them and getting a few Hackatoos to follow him as well. The boy even found the time to ask his friend Sten to come along. Hiccup saw Dagur, weaponless, still fighting the Rumblehorn, so he told Toothless to fly lower and grab him, throwing him onto one of the boats.

No one needed to tell the Berserkers to take the route offered. They were warriors and they were fine with battles, even people and dragons together, but not when more and more dragons started showing up in a very strategic formation. There were Nadders from every side, a Night Fury at the top and now some Hackatoos and Snafflefangs too. Soon Thunderdrums, Changewings and Typhoomerangs and all the others dragon species were approaching as well. There was only so much they could do. In the middle of the run back to the boats, no one noticed the thin, green mist that was covering the entire fleet.

When the last Berserker entered their ships, Toothless shot another plasma blast and all the green fog immediately exploded. The explosion wasn't deadly, but it wasn't supposed to be just a warning either. It was strong and massive in extent, since the green fog was all over the enemies' ships, plus, Toothless kept aiming at other ships as he rocketed over them, firing the maximum purple blasts. The wood of some of the boats was already damaged and the blow was all it took to make them give in and start to sink. The surviving Berserkers quickly tried to swim to the still intact boats so they could frantically flee.

Dragons roared in triumph, shooting fire at the skies as if to claim the place as theirs. Toothless landed on the last possible point of the island, on the edge of a cliff, roaring along with them and huffing proudly. Hiccup dismounted and kept looking with great relief at the departing ships. They were sailing quickly to the north.

Hiccup didn't have time to count, but he estimated that only about a half of the fleet had resisted till the end. Maybe less, or so he hoped. The probability of being attacked again was low and he was glad for it. But unfortunately, he didn't know what Dagur had in store. Who knew? Maybe the psycho chief had something up his sleeve, and he was scared about it. Dagur was totally and completely mad and Hiccup didn't know how many tribes were already following him or how firm the mad man's control over them really was, but he wished and hoped it was truly over for the foreseeable future.

As the adrenaline started to dissipate from his system and his relief increased, Hiccup started to feel the exhaustion pulling at him. He was feeling hazy and dizzy as his vision started to fade. He was breathing rapidly, like he just couldn't keep his lungs filled with air. His legs were shaking and they suddenly gave away as Hiccup slowly started to faint. He could only feel the scaly head from Toothless trying to break his fall as he blacked out.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 14<strong>

"So… Let's just dump the bodies into the ocean?" Hiccup glared at Eret for his suggestion.

"No. We're gonna give them a proper funeral."

"Bu-but they're enemies!"

"I know, but they were also Vikings and they deserve some kind of a funeral." Then, he turned to Garth who was walking not too far away. "Garth, can you find us an old boat so we could start a funeral or one they might have left that could be used for it?" Garth looked like he didn't want to do it, for obvious reasons. These people had killed his entire tribe, after all. But at the same time, he didn't want to disobey because he respected the young chief. And Hiccup noticed it. "You don't have to do it if you don't want to, I understand, I just asked because you're the one who stays around the dock the most and you're the one maintaining it, as well as the ships. You're not going to do anything more than this."

"Okay then. I'll get a boat ready for it."

"Thanks" Hiccup replied, watching the man walk away to the docks. Shimmer landed with her human near them and she jumped off with a small smile.

"I just checked. We have people that suffered anywhere from small injures to severe wounds, but the healer said they'll all live. No one from our side died. A few injured dragons, though most are just scratches. Sten and Heather are taking care of them and Bork might help as soon as he gets back. By the way, may I send Stormcloud with a note to search forthem with a note so they can return?"

"Wait a few minutes, I just want to be sure the kids won't see anything they're not supposed to…" Hiccup sighed heavily. "At least, thanks to the Scauldron, we managed to put out the fire. I feared it might engulf other nearby houses…"

"Yeah, the flames were pretty high. By the way, tomorrow we'll have to build new feeding stations too…"

"Yes. But Hall and some close friends are going to start rebuilding his house tomorrow. I already talked to him, he won't have to do anything else until his house is finished."

"What about the forge? You'll need help to make all the new pieces for the feeding stations."

"I know. I have a lot of work to do tomorrow. Right now, all I want to do is set a boat of Berserker's corpses on fire and go to bed…"

Soon they managed to put all the corpses on a half torn up Berserker boat and let it set sail. Hiccup, Camicazi, Eret and two more men from his original group shot the incendiary arrows at the ship to send their souls to Valhalla. The night after that was silent and eerie. Everyone was tired and all they wanted to do was go to sleep. When Bork, Heidi and the kids came back, Hiccup asked for Heather and her sister to keep patrolling just in case and in the morning, they'd change shifts.

Two days later, the feeding stations were almost completely redone since the entire village helped out, including the dragons. But that didn't mean Hiccup had any less work to do in the forge. He had to make all the things they'd need. New nails for the houses, new saddles and weapons to replace those ripped off in the attack, everything but the wood for the feeding stations and Hall's house. He was swamped.

"Need any help?"

Hiccup stopped pounding the sword into shape and looked at the door to find Hall.

"I told you to work on your house. You don't need to help here until you're settled in again."

"I'm fine. Freya and I are staying at Sten's for a while. I'm gonna need some new clothes though, so I'll go to the Meathead's Market Day tomorrow. I just wanted to check if you needed a hand, I know you're probably very busy. And don't worry about my house, Sten and Eira are helping me rebuild and they said they didn't mind if I helped you a little."

"Thanks, Hall. You really didn't need to do it."

"Of course I do. I'm worried about this whole situation. They were pretty tough and I know the whole village is scared."

"Me too…"

"I know… It's just harder for us because we saw people we loved and cared for killed because of them." Hall explained as he increased the fire and got a half-made saddle on the table to finish it. "I can feel the tension in everyone from my original tribe. We actually thought we'd be free from them because of the dragons and all…"

"I understand, Hall." Hiccup stopped pounding and stuffed the metal in the hot flames once again. "But the problem is that they're not the only enemies. I've always wanted to find a place where people could live in peace with the dragons. I kinda forgot that people can fight people too."

"You're talking about the Outcasts?"

"Yeah… I think there are fewer Outcasts, they might not attack directly like the Berserkers, but I don't know. I think it's better for us to keep an eye on them too. Alvin is not stupid and I think he's only waiting for the right moment to strike or something. We need to keep out guard up and that's why I'm implementing patrolling shifts from now on."

"But even if they did attack, they have less organization. They're more into the kind of 'every man for himself' kinda thing, right?"

"Yes. They're not a community like us. They have a leader, and Alvin has this position because the Outcasts respect and fear him, but if someone decides to walk away and people follow, they can get really divided. I'd like that to happen, if they separated, the chances of them attacking would be very slim."

Hiccup concluded his thoughts and petted Sharpshot, who entered a few moments before Hall, seeking company. Toothless was in a dark corner of the forge trying to sleep but finding it difficult with all the clanging of metal inside.

"It would indeed…" Hall trailed off sadly and sighed heavily, "Why people have to do this? You know, fight each other? It's so ridiculous…"

"Because we're Vikings and roughness is in our nature, I guess. Diplomacy is not something most Vikings have ever heard of. But I think it also has something to do with a lot more reasons. Some people just disagree and others are just mean and want power. If there's a reason for that or not, I have no idea…"

"It's just that we're the same species, we shouldn't be fighting. We managed to make peace with dragons. The world should be a better place now… Yet, there's always something to spoil…" Hall complained and Hiccup remembered he was just as naïve as him. He believed once that when he showed people a dragon's true nature, they'd change. It wasn't as simple as that, obviously.

"Don't think too much about it, Hall. It will lead you nowhere."

"But I'm happy there's still good, willing people too. When we lost our tribe, for a moment, I doubted there was goodness in the world and then you showed us everything and gave us hope again. Thanks for that."

"Thanks, but stop adulating me and keep sewing. I don't want compliments."

"Sorry, I forgot you get embarrassed by them…" Hall said in a teasing tone but it didn't make it less true.

"Just shut up and work." Hiccup rolled his eyes and took the sword out once again from the flames before he started pounding it again. It was going to be another long day of intense work, however, his day just got a little more interesting now.

* * *

><p><strong>So, they finally got rid of the berserkers, but now Hiccup is very injured, and some things are going to change... And <strong>**I hope you guys liked the interaction of the canon characters with the OCs, I'm trying to balance it so it won't get boring.**

**I really want to know your thoughts of this chap or what you think will happen next, so just leave it in the box below for me in a review! :D **

_**Itban Fuyu **_


	16. Whatever it Takes

**Sorry for taking so long, I've been a bit busy and so was my beta, Ladipretender. Thanks for sending me the edited version as fast as you could! **

**Don't forget to check out my DA page for more drawings like the cover, the link is in my profile! **

**And thank you all for the support! I can't believe I got over 200 followers and 120 favorites for this story up until now! I'm really grateful! Though I'd appreciate it even more if more people reviewed, it's really important! :D **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Hiccup and the Strike Tribe fought bravely against the Berserkers. The wild dragons joined them and they finally won the battle. Unfortunately, though, the conflict had consequences, with Hiccup getting so injured that he collapsed on the ground. <em>

**Chapter 15**

**Whatever it Takes**

Camicazi saw Hiccup collapse and quickly flew in his direction, jumping off of Shimmer when she was close enough. She turned him over so his face would be up, seeing the bloody gash on his abdomen and that his breathing was shallow. She started applying pressure to keep the red fluid inside, looking around to call for help, luckily, she found Sten and Eret nearby.

"Sten, go get the healer and take her to Hiccup's! Eret, help me get him home!" her voice was concerned and almost desperate.

Sten jumped on his dragon, Calder, and flew away seeking her while Eret called Windwalker and ran to Camicazi and Hiccup's side. He got the wounded man and hopped on his dragon, that was quickly airborne even before Stoick could get there.

Camicazi wanted to fly Shimmer there, but out of sympathy, she turned to look at Toothless and touched his snout. His expression was so sad and concerned it broke her heart.

"Don't worry. He'll be fine."

"But where is he?" Stoick asked, confused.

"He was taken to his house. Toothless will lead the way. Go on, Bud. Show him where Hiccup is. I'll meet you there."

The dragon nodded slowly and walked quickly, being followed by Stoick and the other Hooligans. Most of them were still thrilled about flying for the first time. The twins were almost too busy jumping from excitement at the sight of the Zipplebacks' explosion to notice the commotion for the injured. Snotlout was feeling like the king of the world sitting on a Nightmare, even if he hadn't liked the idea of mounting a dragon just moments ago. Fishlegs was still awestruck, not believing what he had done or just how gentle and sweet a Gronckle could be.

Astrid, however, was a different story. She had seen just how injured Hiccup was and that hadn't been her first flight, though she still felt the thrill of being airborne on a dragon. She saw Stoick following the Night Fury Hiccup was on and trailed after them to a small cozy house in the 'upper level'.

She landed in front of the wooden house that both Toothless and Stoick were entering. From where she was, Astrid could see both apart of the bed with Hiccup on it and another woman, whom she guessed was some kind of healer, inside. The woman told them all to go away so she could work, Stoick and Toothless reluctantly walked away before she closed the door; inside, only the healer, Hiccup and Heather, who was training to be one too, remained.

Camicazi was worried, finding it difficult to concentrate and think about anything else, but she needed to be strong and put the village during order in Hiccup's momentary absence. She sighed deeply and turned to Sten.

"You're hurt too, can you take care of yourself?"

"No problem, it's just some scratches."

"Great, go patch yourself up and then help the others. And if you find people that are fine, ask them to help the injured."

"Okay, ma'am" He responded and went away his Snafflefang.

"Hall, if you aren't hurt, I want you to fly around the island, help the ones in need, count how many injured there are and if there are any deaths, human or dragon. Come and tell me whenever you can, just remember that the priority is to assist them, you can report later."

"Right, I'll do my best." He announced before departing.

She sighed and started petting Toothless, who was laying on the floor, anxiously looking at the door of his house. She was doing it to try calm Toothless, and herself, down. Camicazi didn't notice Astrid looking at her and the black dragon with angry eyes. Astrid didn't know this herself, but the truth was that she was jealous of Cami and the interaction she had with Hiccup.

Stoick was pacing from side to side and Gobber tried to calm him down, but he knew it was impossible, after all, he had just discovered his son had been alive for the past five years. It seemed like an eternity until the door finally opened.

The healer, Ingrid, walked out with Heather and the girl nodded before leaving, as a healer's apprentice, she was going to see if anyone else needed medical assistance. Everyone turned expectantly to Ingrid who certainly did her best at patching him up.

"The good news is that, although his wound is wide, it's not as deep as it looks and it won't kill him. But, it's not just that…"

"What do you mean?" Cami asked.

"The bad news is that there's a small cut on his left arm that seems a little infected."

"Small cut? That's nothing to worry about. He can get over it. Right?" Gobber said, shrugging. By then, there was only Stoick, Gobber, Camicazi, Astrid, Eret and the dragons, including, obviously, Toothless around the house. Bork arrived at that moment, hearing part of the conversation.

"It's not that simple. I think the wound is infected with Scauldron's poison."

"It could really be, he was with one right before the attack…" Bork said. He knew that because Hiccup told him he was going to check the Scauldron.

"If there's really venom in his system, he won't be able to survive. The cut is very small and thin, but his body is already tremendously weakened because of the gash on his abdomen. If it was just one or the other, he'd be alright, but his body can't fight both…"

"So you're saying my son will just die? There's nothing we can do?"

"Not exactly. If we treat one, the other will heal itself."

"That's not a problem," Camicazi assured, approaching Shimmer. "All we have to do is give him the antidote. I can go to 'Flower Island' and be back in no time."

"I didn't know there was antidote for Scauldron's poison," Gobber pointed out, more in wonder to himself.

"We found out recently." Bork explained.

"Cami, you can't go." Eret said, crossing his arms.

"What do you mean I can't go? Are you insane? We have the answer to our problems just a 20 minute flight away and you say I can't go? What's wrong with you, Eret?"

"Cami, think about it! We're not safe, yet. The Berserkers headed north and that's where the antidote is. You're a good fighter, but you won't be able to win by yourself. Our best warriors are probably hurt now, and I can't go because if their plan is to come back or something, I'll be the one who will have to lead. Not only because I have the most experience in battles but also because I'm better with defensive tactics than you. You know I can replace him better in the defense and you in the attack tactics. I can't let you take that risk."

"Don't be stupid, Eret! They won't come around again, not so soon! And I'll be fine, Shimmer and Stormcloud will be with me!"

"You can't be sure they won't come back. Dagur is insane, you know that! And we don't know if he has more men just waiting for his next order to come. And you know that you can't fight all of the Berserkers that left!"

"But I can't stay here and do nothing! I have to go!"

"I won't let you!"

"Why, you stupid!?"

"Because I can't lose you!" Eret blurted out. "I love you, damn it!"

"What?" She asked, confused and doubtful, the anger now faded away from her voice.

"Exactly what you heard. I'm in love with you and I won't let you go. We'll have to find someone else to do it. Maybe a big group." He said. Camicazi wanted to say something and continue the discussion, but she had no chance to do so.

"A big group might be easier to spot," Bork rationalized. "Maybe it'll be better for a small one to go. It's soon going to get darker and maybe just one or two volunteers with their dragons will be enough, right?"

"I don't think we have time to wait for nightfall… Someone has to go as soon as possible. We don't have time for a discussion. He gets weaker with every minute that." Ingrid informed them sadly. "We don't have time to form a group, someone needs to go now or it's safer not to even bother to go."

While the group was debating, Stoick slowly and silently walked to the slightly open door of Hiccup's house and saw his son lying, unconscious, on the bed. He was covered by a blanked but Stoick could see that Hiccup was shirtless, probably because it would be easier for the healer to take care of his wound and search for other possible scrapes. He could send the Hooligan teens, but sending the twins and Snotlout for something so important wasn't a good idea, though only Fishlegs and Astrid going could be dangerous too.

"Even so, if the dragon and the person are very stealthy, they might go without being noticed if the Berserkers are there."

"But the stealthiest dragons are Shimmer and Toothless." Camicazi finally managed to say, still a little mad at him and surprised at his declaration at the same time. She crossed her arms. "Apparently, I can't go, though."

"I can," Stoick said, his voice was deep and serious, but not loud.

"I'm sorry, sir, but sailing will take too long." Bork informed him.

"I'll ride a dragon, then. Just tell me what I have to bring back." He turned to where Toothless was lying near the house. "You can take me there, right, Beast? I mean, dragon." He corrected himself out of habit, trying to talk to him, even though it was hard for Stoick to believe dragons could understand him, he saw everyone talking to them as if they could, so he tried to do the same. He didn't get the reaction he expected. Instead of jumping in agreement, the dragon just crooned sadly, like a whine and turned his head the other way. "What is that, dragon? I thought Hiccup is your friend, why don't you want to help me save him?" His voice was angry.

"Stop that! You're hurting him!" Camicazi yelled and everyone's attention turned to her. "He can't go. Toothless can only fly if someone is riding him. Look at his tail, there's a prosthetic. That's because he lost his real fin, but the only one who knows how to operate it is Hiccup. Without him, Toothless is grounded. If he could go, he'd already be back by now!"

Stoick, sad and irritated, lowered his eyes. He felt a nuzzle on his arm and turned to find that annoying Rumblehorn.

"What do you want, Dragon?" He nuzzled again and Stoick got a bit confused. "You want me to go with you?" The dragon nodded.

"Okay, then. I got my ride. What do I have to bring back?"

"A red flower." Bork responded. "We didn't name it 'Flower Island' for nothing. There are a lot of them there. The Blue Oleanders are poisonous to dragons, except the Scauldron, so you can't stay there for too long anyway. The Red Oleanders are the opposite. So you find them, get them and bring them here. Simple as that."

"How many?"

"Two will be enough," Ingrid answered Stoick. The man nodded and jumped onto the Rumblehorn's back.

"I'll be back as soon as I can."

"Sir, may I go with you? I want to help too." Astrid asked.

"Yes. Now follow me."

As soon as Stoick said that, the Rumblehorn flapped his wings to take off with Astrid right bhind him. The truth was that Ingrid wanted Stoick to go. Not only because she wanted to bring more humans and dragons together, but also because she knew Stoick cared very much for his son and one way or another, he'd bring the medicine back.

"Bork, bring me a bowl of water and a cloth. We need to lower his fever while I prepare the things for the antidote."

"Right away, Ingrid," the boy said before he broke into a run.

It didn't take too long for Stoick and Astrid to get to 'Flower Island', and they found out their suspicions were right, the Berserkers were there, with boats that could barely set sail. There were probably around just half of them, but they were still too many to face. The sun was already setting, the sky was getting darker where it would be harder for the Berserkers to spot them, yet, they needed to be careful.

"Look there, Sir." Astrid said, pointing from where they were. Down at the shores were the Berserkers. He followed her gaze and found bunches of flowers, but he couldn't tell witch colors they were because they were too far and it was too dark.

"Let's go there. You dragons need to stay here. Bork said the blue ones are bad for you and we still need a ride back. Stay hidden from them and wait for us get back." Stoick demanded before he followed the girl on the way up. Their voices were low to prevent someone from hearing them.

"Sir, I must say, I'm impressed."

"With what, Astrid?"

"With all due respect, Sir, but you going to an unknown island to get a red flower using a dragon as a transport? I thought that out of all the people on Berk, you'd be the last one to ever be remotely close to nice to a dragon…"

"Thanks, but that's just because the biggest reason I hated them disappeared and there's an important reason for me to do it. Now, stop the chat and let's get back to work. We need to find the Red Oleander."

"Right. Sorry, sir." She said, concentrating on the task at hand. Looking around carefully, he finally saw a bush of the thing they were seeking.

"Here! I got it! We can go back!" The happiness and excitement were clear in his voice. He couldn't and wouldn't lose his little boy. Not again.

"Going somewhere?" The voice of a deranged, irritated man sounded through the early night. Both Astrid and Stoick turned, seeing Dagur with a sword in each of his hands. "You're not going anywhere."

"We will. We need to." Stoick mumbled, more to remind himself of the urgency and drew his sword while Astrid got her axe.

Dagur was crazy and lost in his blind rage. He was furious because he was losing the respect of his people after those two disastrous losses. He wasn't really thinking anymore. That is, if he ever did that.

He charged against them and Stoick managed to easily block his blows, he was indeed an experienced warrior, after all. Stoick gestured for Astrid to step back as he dueled the psycho man. Even though Dagur had two swords, his movements weren't well thought out, he was just strong and mindlessly swinging.

While the two men were battling, Astrid gathered a few flowers in a sack and grabbed a thick branch without them seeing. She positioned herself behind Dagur and hit him in the head, though it wasn't enough to cause him to black out. He turned to face her, even angrier than before and started attacking.

Stoick could have stayed fighting for as long as he wanted just for the fun of it, but he knew they didn't have time. So the moment Dagur was distracted with Astrid, Stoick finished it.

"Do you think the others know we're here?" She asked, watching Dagur's seemingly lifeless body fall to the ground. Stoick walked over to her and grabbed the sack with the red flowers.

"I don't know and I don't want to stay to find out. Let's go back to the dragons and fly back."

They quickly climbed down and found the dragons waiting patiently. They jumped on them and silently flew away from the island. Stoick's grip around the sack tightened as he wished and prayed they'd be back in time.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 15<strong>

"Heidi, be careful!" Bork said pushing her away from the friendly Scauldron.

"Why? What's wrong? He wasn't going to hurt me, I just wanted to feed him some cod."

"I know, and it's okay, but be careful because Scauldrons are poisonous."

"But he's a good dragon. He won't hurt me."

"I know. He won't bite you on purpose, but he might accidently scrape your skin and then it will be a problem."

"Sorry, I didn't know…"

"The venom comes out from the teeth automatically and…" He was suddenly cut off by the hungry dragon that reached for the cod in her hands. Bork tried to help and protect her, and he ended up getting his arm scratched by one big and sharp tooth. It was all it took to get venom into his system.

"Bork, you're hurt!" She exclaimed, noticing the red line of blood around the cut. "I'm sorry! It was all my fault!"

"No, it wasn't! I was the one who wasn't careful enough…"

Hiccup wasn't far away, he heard and saw everything and quickly ran to them to draw the Scauldron away. The dragon quite happily took its leave because of the delicious cod. They took Bork back to his house and called the healer to treat his wound.

"It hurts a little but I'm fine. I'm feeling fine. Maybe the venom didn't get on me, right? I saw in some of your old journals that the Scauldron didn't have poison…"

"You know just as well as I that they do. Those old journals were just some information I got from the Book of Dragons of my old village and some stuff was wrong."

"I know, it's just that… you know… I'm scared…" He admitted with difficulty, he didn't want to say that because it just made him realize it was the truth.

"My mentor, Gobber, told me he fought against Scauldrons and he told me they have venom, but he's alive. I just don't know why anyone never updated the book before I left and if there's an antidote…"

"Do you think there is?"

Hiccup sighed, realizing his friend was frightened. He smiled sympathetically and tried to sound reassuring.

"Sure. There's always an antidote, right? We have dragons on our side now. Things are different. We'll find a way to cure you." He said as firmly as he could to calm Bork down. _We'll find a way, even if I have to go back to Berk to ask Gobber about it._

"Yeah. Don't worry." Camicazi said, smiling reassuringly. "It's Hiccup we're talking about. He always has a plan." He rolled his eyes nervously before walking outside with Camicazi, leaving Heidi to help take care of Bork.

As soon as they were out and far enough to make sure they wouldn't be overheard, Camicazi turned to Hiccup with concern in her blue eyes.

"You know some antidote for the Scauldron's poison?"

"In fact, no, I don't know… But I couldn't tell him that, could I?" He said in a worried tone.

Sharpshot came and landed on his shoulder like he was some kind of personal support. Toothless kept walking slowly behind him with a sad expression. As the girl walked beside him, her two dragons came along as well.

"No…" she trailed off looking down.

"But there's got to be. There's always an antidote, right?"

"What are you going to do?"

"I don't know, Cami. Why do you keep asking me like I have all the answers?"

"Because you usually do." She whispered sadly. "If only we could speak to the dragon, maybe he could tell us what to do or what would be the antidote…"

"That's it!" He said, with his eyes lighting up, so excited, he ended up kissing her cheek "Cami, you're a genius!"

"Could you explain then? Because I don't know what I did."

"You gave us the solution. The dragon will know his own weakness. The antidote is probably something that's not good for him, since the venom is natural for him. Just like the Blue Oleanders. Other dragons are allergic to them, but Scauldrons eat it. Maybe there's something to do with it!"

"Wait, what?"

"Okay, let me spell it out for you." He explained, excited. "Remember the Blue Oleanders thing?"

"Of course I do. Heidi was flying around and found beautiful flowers she decided to plant on our island, but then, the dragons started to get really sick. The healer said they were allergic to something new and we got rid of the flowers, with a little help from the Scauldrons that ate almost all of them."

"Yes, but what did we give the dragons so they could get better?"

"We made some syrup with Scauldron's poison to neutralize the effects of the Blue Oleanders…"

"Exactly. Maybe, if we find a weakness of the Scauldron, we can try to see if it can neutralize the effect of its poison just like it neutralizes the effect the Blue Oleanders has on dragons."

"Hiccup, that's brilliant! It might work."

"It has to work. Or else, I really don't know what else to do…"

"Okay, so where do we start?"

"Follow me. We need to find that Scauldron again."

Hiccup jumped on Toothless and they took off being quickly followed by Camicazi on Shimmer. Eret would have come too, but he was away, he and his friend Ivar were exploring an island in the far North and keeping an eye open just in case they heard something about the Berserkers or the Outcasts. Both found the Scauldron swimming around happily. Toothless and Shimmer flew very low, almost touching the seawater.

"Hello, little friend…"

"Little, Hiccup? Seriously?" Her voice was a bit sarcastic and had a teasing tone.

"Just shush and play along…" He complained bitterly and she just rolled her eyes, trying not to laugh. The Scauldron stopped swimming to look at them, his head out of the water, eyeing them curiously. "Remember me? My friend fed you some cod a while ago… but now he's hurt…"

"To sum it up, you injected venom into our friend." She said, straight to the point. Hiccup was known for his calmness and tranquility towards the dragons, Camicazi, however, was a different story.

"We know you eat the Blue Oleanders, is there anything that could be a weakness for you and maybe diminish the effect of your poison?" And then, the Scauldron simply turned away and kept swimming. "Wait! Come back! Please!"

They went after the green big dragon that reached a shore of a small island north from Drakheim and laid down resting. Toothless landed in front of it and Hiccup jumped off him to get close to the Scauldron. The boy slowly and boldly reached his hand to his snout. Dragons were friendly to every human around Drakheim, but Scauldrons were still the wildest species of dragons and the ones with little patience with humans.

"Be careful, Hiccup, don't piss him off…" Camicazi said as Shimmer landed by Toothless's side.

"Hey, big guy. Sorry to be insistent, but if I recall Gobber saying, the warriors that got deeper scratches from dragons like you die in 24 hours. My friend is hurt and I don't know if he'll be able to survive without a cure for your venom…"

Hiccup remembered his former mentor telling stories about men facing a Scauldron on the open sea. Some men received nasty gashes from the reptile's teeth and died the same night, others received very small cuts and got sick for days but managed to survive. He didn't know if Bork's scrape was small enough to let him live and he didn't want to discover it the hard way.

He got closer and the dragon growled, annoyed. Toothless hissed from behind him, getting in a position to defend his frail human friend. Hiccup stubbornly ignored the warning growls and got even closer still.

"Please, dragon. I'll give you all the cod you want after you show us something to neutralize your poison. I promise not to use it against you if that's what you're afraid of." He said insistently. "But I need it to save my friend's life."

Suddenly, the dragon lifted its head high and crooned, annoyed, he heard Camicazi telling him to watch out and Toothless getting nearer to protect him if needed. However, Hiccup wasn't so worried, he noticed the Scauldron's noises were angrier before and now were just a little annoyed. The Scauldron nuzzled him roughly to go away, but he kept being persistent.

"No. I'm not going away until you answer me!"

The Scauldron huffed as if he gave up and nodded before flying away.

"Are we supposed to follow him?" Camicazi asked.

"I guess so…"

Hiccup said jumping on Toothless again and following the green dragon up to the highest mountain of the island. There were Blue Oleanders there and Hiccup and Camicazi exchanged worried looks, their dragons couldn't stay there for more than just a couple of minutes.

The Scauldron landed between two bushes, one of the Blue Oleander, and the other was a red flower that looked like the first one in shape.

"What is it, big guy?" Hiccup asked curiously. The Scauldron eyed the two bushes and ate a few Blue Oleanders.

"Is he kidding us or is he just hungry?"

"I don't know…" Hiccup mumbled until he saw the Scauldron turn to the other bush, sniff it lightly and back away from it like it would electrocute him or something. "Maybe he's trying to tell us something. Maybe he's allergic to the red ones just like all the other dragons are allergic to the blue ones! Cami, that's it! These flowers, the Red Oleanders might be able to do the trick!"

"So, are we supposed to grab some of those and stuff them into Bork's throat? Or maybe make some ointment to put on his wound?"

"I don't know. Maybe both? I think out healer Ingrid can make some syrup and ointment that we can give him, right?"

"It's worth a try."

Camicazi concluded, grabbing some red flowers and stuffing them into a small sack while Hiccup petted the Scauldron and thanked him. The dragon appreciated the soft touch and then flew away. Camicazi and Hiccup didn't stay for any longer and took off on their dragons before they started to get sick themselves.

When they got back to Bork's house, he was in a very bad shape. Heidi told them that first his arm that had been hurt was numb and it was hard to move, but then his whole body started to go numb and sore until he was too tired and the healer told him to lay down and rest. He'd been there for a few minutes feeling awful with Heidi helping him to feel better until they arrived.

Hiccup explained everything and Camicazi gave Ingrid the flowers so she could heal him. It turned out Hiccup's suspicions were right. The Red Oleander had the opposite effect of the Blue Oleander and in just a few hours, Bork was well and healthy as if nothing had happened, apart from the small cut on his arm that was already healing itself.

And that was how Hiccup and the Strike Tribe discovered the cure for Scauldron's poison. But since the flowers were poisonous to them, they couldn't really plant them around the island, so whenever they required some, they'd have to fly there quickly and get what they needed.

* * *

><p><strong>Liked it? I hope so! Tell me what you think about it! <strong>

**I'd love to hear/read you thoughts of Stoick going to get Hiccup's cure or how they found out about the antidote! **

**Reviewng is the best way to make an author happy! :D **

_**Itban Fuyu **_


	17. A Heart-to-Heart Talk

**Thanks, Ladipretender, for editing it as fast as you could! :D **

**And thank you all, readers, for the support, though I'd really appreciate some more reviews, it makes my day really happier. And don't forget to visit my DA page after reading and reviewing, the link is in my profile! **

**Oh, and just a small clarification about lat chap (for those who read these notes) since a few people asked about it. Dagur's death is ambiguous for a reason, so people that wants him dead can view him as such, but, if I ever want to write a sequel, I can still use Dagur as an enemy, since he's death is not completely clear. He's such a great mean, deranged and insane character that I'd certainly like to write about again as villain. The probability of writing a sequel is very small, though. **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Stoick gathered up enough courage to mount a dragon so he could get the cure to the Scauldron's poison in Hiccup and engaged Dagur in a fight. The concerned father decided then not to leave his son's side until he was definitely out of peril, prolonging the Hooligans stay with the Strike Tribe until its leader could wake up.<em>

**Chapter 16**

**A Heart-to-Heart Talk**

A week had passed since Stoick and Astrid brought the Red Oleanders and Ingrid gave the antidote to an unconscious Hiccup.

The Hooligan ship was repaired days ago, but Stoick refused to go. He couldn't leave his little boy anymore, not unconscious after a battle. He needed to talk with him again, continue the reunion that was interrupted when the Berserkers arrived. He needed to make sure he'd see Hiccup alive and awake again, otherwise, he'd wonder the entire trip back to Berk if Hiccup had survived and then he'd really go insane.

So Stoick refused to leave. He needed to be sure he wouldn't lose his son again. He had nightmares the first couple of nights after the battle with the Berserkers. He could barely sleep at all, but when he dozed off, Stoick remembered dreaming about sailing back to Berk and coming back just to receive the bad news that his son didn't make it.

However, after the first night, Ingrid, the healer, said she was sure he'd be fine, his body just had to recover; it was exhausted from the fight and for resisting the Scauldron's venom. He had also lost too much blood. When Bork was first poisoned by accident by a Scauldron, it took several hours until his body was completely free from it, though he began to feel better not too long after receiving the antidote. Hiccup was in a different situation; his body was already at its limits when he got the cure.

That's why Ingrid told everyone he was sleeping to get better and no one could wake him up until he was ready. Camicazi remembered he had been unconscious for several days after defeating the Red Death and losing his leg, so she wasn't so worried at the beginning. But she had to admit that she was concerned when a whole week passed and he was still unconscious.

Stoick decided to stay at Hiccup's house so he could take care of him, the Hooligans made themselves useful during the time, refusing to leave their chief and his long lost son, so they helped repair the village. Except for Astrid, who was usually inside the house with Stoick and the blue Nadder she decided to call Stormfly.

The first night, Stoick found it absurd that the Night Fury stayed inside the house; for him, the dragon's place was outside, until Camicazi explained it was not how things worked in the Strike Tribe. Some dragons slept outside, some in, some in the same room, some in other rooms, it was up to the dragons and their humans, and in Hiccup's case, Toothless usually slept on a stone near the bed, that is when she didn't find the young man sleeping under the Night Fury's wings. The house was Toothless's as much as it was Hiccup's and if Stoick wanted to stay, he'd have to deal with it.

Reluctantly, he accepted it. After three days, he was so used to the dragon's constant presence he got to the point of talking to it. He thought he was going mad but neither he nor Toothless left the house apart from a few exceptions, so it was getting hard to take it any longer without letting it out somehow. Even talking to the beast. During his time in the house, he noticed the dragon actually cared for Hiccup. He seemed sad and was constantly checking him out, looking at him anxiously and not leaving his side for anything. Yet, it was hard for the chief to admit or even accept the fact that dragons weren't the mindless, mean creatures he once believed they were.

It was during an afternoon, after one week, that things began to change. Stoick was sitting at the table, drinking mead trying not to get too desperate and not knowing how Gobber could work with the kid named Hall at the forge so calmly when it happened. Stoick didn't see, but Hiccup had gently twitched his fingers, pulling himself out of his slumber.

Toothless, however, noticed every change in his human, the increased speed of his heartbeat, the tweaks, the motion of his aching muscles trying desperately to break free from the numbness and even the low moans he made as his conscious slowly began to make him aware of the pain in his body. It was just a matter of seconds before his eyelids started to move and struggle to open and by then, the dragon had already stood up from Stoick's side at the table and ran eagerly to the bed on the other side of the tiny house.

The first thing Hiccup felt was pain. The second was thirst. His throat was so dry it made him cough, and coughing made the gash on his abdomen hurt even more. His sight was blurry, still adjusting to the light. He felt Toothless in front of him, by his left, sniffing him anxiously. Hiccup wanted to greet his friend but he felt like his throat would burn if he didn't drink something first.

He finally managed to spot a canteen on his bedside table and reached for it. Toothless noticed his difficulty in moving, tried to help him reach it by going to his other side and gently pulling him with his snout to make it easier for Hiccup to grab the canteen. Thankfully, it wasn't too full, so he managed not to spill water on himself or the bed while he held it, a feat he'd be too weak to perform it if it was full. He breathed heavily, like he had run a mile or two after the effort it took him to finish a simple task like drinking water. He felt ridiculous and vulnerable.

Suddenly, a massive hand grabbed the canteen Hiccup had to support on the bed before he gathered strength enough to lift it. The hand was familiar and put the canteen back in place, Hiccup followed the arm, his vision had just adjusted to the light but he was still a bit disoriented, so he was surprised to recognize his father there. Maybe surprised and a bit scared, because the first thing he remembered was Stoick trying to kill Toothless, who happened to be on the other side of his bed.

"Don't hurt him!" He managed to say trying to sit up to stay in front of the dragon. He winced in pain and it was hard to breathe in this position, but he wouldn't let his father hurt his best friend.

Stoick noticed Hiccup was confused and disoriented, so he remained calm even though he was bursting with joy to see his son awake again. Slowly, Stoick reached for Hiccup's shoulder.

"It's okay, Son. Toothless and I got to know each other a bit. If it's so important for you, I won't hurt him."

Behind Hiccup, Toothless huffed as if to say 'yeah, like you could hurt a mighty Night Fury…'

"But… what? You were trying to kill him…" Hiccup mumbled before his memories clicked into order.

"I think it's better for you to lay down, Son." Stoick said helping him back down when he noticed he was having a hard time breathing.

Hiccup didn't like to feel so weak and vulnerable, and he didn't remember feeling bad like this since he lost his leg. He was shirtless and he assumed it was probably because it was easier for someone to change his bandages daily and check him out, he saw the white gauze around his waist and by how much it hurt, he knew it wouldn't be pretty to see the damage. His hand reached for the bandage, right over the gash, trying to take a look at it even though he was already lying down.

"Ingrid said you were lucky, if the cut was a few centimeters higher it might have hit and broken a rib or pierced a lung and it would be harder for you to recover."

"I wouldn't put what I'm feeling into a lucky category…"

Toothless crooned in support and Hiccup raised a tired right hand to pet his scaly chin. The dragon purred happily and nuzzled Hiccup gently, careful not to hurt him while Stoick looked at them, confused and skeptical. Never in his life had he imagined seeing a dragon being so affectionate toward any human being.

Then, something his father said hit him like a Gronkle.

"Wait, you said you and Toothless got to know each other?"

"A bit I guess. I was staying in your house to look after you…" Stoick was cutoff.

"How long have I been out?" He asked, already worried, trying to stand up and get out of bed, but before he had time to force himself into a sitting position again, Toothless stopped him by using his tail. The dragon covered and pushed him down gently and careful not to touch near the gash. Since it was already hard enough for the boy to sit, the dragon managed to pin him to his bed. "Toothless! Let me up you stubborn lizard!" the dragon crooned like a chuckle.

Hiccup tried to push away the tail without success. He wasn't using the saddle or the prosthetic fin and he deduced Cami had taken it off since she was always the one taking care of the dragon when he couldn't. He stirred underneath the tail only to wince in pain.

"Bud, let me up! I've got stuff to do. I stayed in bed for too long. Besides, you need to stretch your wings too. Let's go for a flight." He said stubbornly trying to convince the dragon to release him.

Usually, the mention of flight was all it took to make Toothless jump around in joy and excitement even if he was sleeping. But it didn't work this time, the dragon wasn't a fool and he knew Hiccup would say anything to convince him. Besides, he also knew his human was in no condition to stand, let alone fly.

"Son, don't strain yourself, you need to rest."

"What I need it to get out of this bed. What about the Berserkers? The village, they tore it all apart I have to do something!"

"No need, everyone is already taking care of it. The Berserkers went away and haven't come back since then. You were out for just a week, that girl Camicazi and Eret are taking care of everything."

Hiccup whined, bored. "A whole week? Bud, I'm sorry, you haven't been out of the skies this long since… my leg…" The dragon purred sympathetically. Nudging him as if to say 'it's okay, at least you're alive and that's what matters.'

"By the way, how did it happen?"

"What?" Stoick gestured to the tail and his leg to answer, Hiccup shrugged. "It's a long story…"

"If you haven't noticed, time is something we have."

"But… I thought you were mad at me. For running away, befriending the enemy and all. I thought you never wanted to see me again…"

Stoick sighed heavily and grabbed a chair to sit next him.

"Hiccup, of course I'm mad at you. Furious. You shouldn't have just abandoned your entire village like that." Hiccup lowered his eyes, guilty and feeling horrible. "Yet, I am proud as well." This time his son turned his green eyes at him, confused, and Stoick elaborated. "You stuck with what you believed and made your choices like a man. You turned out to be a good chief and leader, people praise you a lot and you know who is a good chief by his people. I always wanted to see you being this kind of leader. Even though I idealized it without the dragons…"

"Thanks, Dad." Hiccup turned to his best friend and petted his tail. "It's okay, Bud, I won't try to stand up again, I promise. You can take this off me now". The dragon looked at him with a raised eyebrow, as if he was skeptical. "Oh, come on, have I ever lied to you?" in answer, Toothless retracted his tail and laid his head on the bed beside Hiccup, who started to stroke his scaly head.

"That's why I want to ask you to come back to Berk with me." Stoick said, kinda ignoring the interaction between boy and dragon.

"What? You know I can't, Dad. I have a life and responsibilities in here. I can't leave these people! Besides, Snotlout is going to be the chief anyway."

"I know people looked down on you, but you can't hate Berk so much to leave it to your cousin."

"What are you talking about? People always wanted Snotlout to be the chief, not me."

"That was before we saw him training to lead Berk. Yes, he's got brawn, but he lacks the brains."

"Brains was never something on the list for a Viking job description." Hiccup said, sarcastic and irritated, trying to stay in a sitting position but managing only to support himself on his elbows. The effort to completely sit had worn him out too much and it was just too hard to keep breathing.

"Yes, but Snotlout is a moron. He's always trying to show himself and ends up making a mess, like when he attacked you. Of course I was totally against the dragon thing, but you saved us and I wasn't going to do something stupid, yet he just doesn't think things through. I'm afraid he might do something equally stupid like that and doom the entire tribe in unnecessary battles."

"Maybe you should have thought of that back in the time when I was bullied and you kept looking at me with that disappointed scowl," He pointed out, getting angrier.

"It was not my fault you were never very Viking-looking."

"But it's okay if I'm your last resort, right?"

"Easy there, dragon boy." Astrid said by the door. Father and son looked at her and then Hiccup turned away, huffing annoyingly. "Calm down before you have a stroke or something. Your body is still recovering." She said, entering and putting something on the table. "I brought Stoick something to eat, but I think you might need it a little more, right? You're probably starving."

"Yeah, I guess so… You hungry, Bud?" The dragon crooned and nodded "Could you bring something for him too? Maybe a basket full of cod. How does that sound, Bud?" Again he nodded and purred happily.

"An entire basket? Are you sure he eats that much?" She questioned, confused.

"I've been living with him for the past five years; I know how much he eats."

"Okay, it's just that I never saw him eating more than two fish at once and that's when Camicazi insisted a lot…"

"That's just because he's a very over protective, stubborn lizard. I told him not to do that before, but he keeps starving himself when I'm out…"

"Poor dragon…" She joked, bringing him some cheese and a piece of bread along with buttermilk. She was about to say she'd get it when Stoick volunteered and walked out of the house. There were a few moments of silence before Astrid sat on the chair Stoick left. "You should give him a break."

"If you haven't noticed, I'm the one who's imprisoned in my bed. Literally. If I try to stand up, a Night Fury will hold me down." He said, supporting himself on his elbows so he could eat; it was the closest he could get to a sitting position. Toothless placed his tail on his back to keep him from falling.

"I know, and I'm glad you're finally awake. But think a little about him, he was not the same since you died, I mean, since you supposedly died. And he did a lot for you, he went himself to grab the antidote for the Scauldron."

"On a dragon?" He asked, almost choking on the cheese he was eating.

"Yes. I went too, with that dragon we flew on together that time…"

"But my father would never ride a dragon."

"He did, for you."

"He… did?" She nodded happily, he became quiet and she didn't know what he was thinking. Astrid didn't notice Hiccup's eyes get a bit wet.

It was weird to talk with him again, Astrid once felt guilty for wishing that he'd disappear and having him supposedly dead on the next day. There were awkward moments of silence until she managed to ask how he and Toothless met. He began to tell her the story and then she finally understood how he got so good at dragon training back on Berk.

"I'd have never imagined you got that good because of Toothless, you cheater! I should hit you right now!" She exclaimed but he recognized the joking tone in her voice.

"Please don't. If you're still half as strong as you used to be I might sleep for another week…" He chuckled, but not for long since it hurt like hell to do that.

"You should lie down and rest some more. You look awful."

"Thanks for summing that up…" The sarcastic tone was clear in his voice just as it used to be when they were 15. She rolled her eyes.

"Anyway, I wanted to ask you something…"

"Go ahead." He said, lying back down and trying to get comfortable, she grabbed the plate she brought and placed it on the wooden table.

"What if Stormfly follows me back to Berk?"

"Excuse me, who?" Hiccup asked, confused, after all, he was unconscious for the whole week.

"The blue Nadder."

"Oh, so you named her?" She nodded, "Oh, then there's no turning back, if you named her, she's already been captivated. There's not gonna be another dragon for you that's gonna be like her. She's yours now and you belong to her as well."

"You see, that's the problem! You should have told me this before I named her! I wasn't going to do that, it just happened! Now I don't really want to leave her, but I can't take her with me, the people of Berk will kill her on sight!"

"Yeah, that's why I ran away with Toothless…" He commented sincerely and yawned. He didn't know if it was the buttermilk he had just drank or if it was because he strained himself too much by trying to stand up with the muscles being still worn out from all the exercise of the battle and stress of the venom, but he was indeed tired and sleepy now.

"Berk is still my home. I don't want to leave the Hooligans."

"Well, you'll have to make a choice, Astrid."

"Why? Why can't I have both?" She asked, exasperated "You saw the truth about the dragons. This entire tribe did, I did and even all of us who came here. It might take a while, but people might see it and accept them as well."

"Do you think so? I've seen the way most people struggle to bond with them, it's not easy to convince a tribe as big as the Hooligans to accept them if they haven't seen the queen of the dragons. That monster was enough to give people's nightmares, nightmares. And then they'd understand it from the dragon's point of view. The Bog Burglars were the first to know that and some of them still don't want to get near them while others have a dozen pet dragons."

"But it's not impossible. And what I want to know is that if I can take her back with me."

"She's a dragon and she's free to do whatever she wants. Just be careful because I remember how they were, they kill on the sight" He said, remembering the book of dragons Gobber gave him to read when he began dragon training. Vikings were more the kind of 'kill now and ask questions never'. Hiccup yawned again, feeling his eyelids become heavier.

"Well, then, thanks. I'll take her and she will be fine."

"If that's what she wants, it's okay, just don't force her to go with you merely because you want her to."

"Just for you information, she likes me a lot. Stormfly's following me wherever I go and she's waiting just outside!"

Astrid wasn't looking directly at him by this point in the conversation; she was crossing her arms and shrugging confidently. Seconds later, she felt it was odd that he hadn't said anything, it was never like him to keep quiet for too long especially if he could say anything in return. She turned her attention back to him just to find him drifting off to sleep once again, closing his eyes and relaxing his shoulders as his breaths became even. She sighed and made a small sad smile, realizing he needed more rest, she kept as quiet as she could.

Toothless crooned, sad and bored, but didn't bother his human's rest. That was when the door opened, Stoick and Gobber entered talking to each other and stopping abruptly when they heard the girl shushing them with reprehending eyes.

"Silence! He just fell asleep!" She hissed between her teeth.

"But again? I didn't even get the time to talk to tha lad!" Gobber complained, whispering.

"You'll get another opportunity soon. Anyway, I need to go and see Stormfly." She announced while Stoick threw the cod from the basket on the floor and Toothless approached eagerly to eat, now that he was sure Hiccup was fine, his appetite was back.

Gobber looked at the black dragon eating happily and then at his former apprentice for a few moments before he decided to go back to the forge and help Hall with whatever he needed, he was enjoying teaching the young boy, he learned fast and already knew a lot of stuff from Hiccup. He was impressed how his apprentice managed to teach this kid so much in just a couple of years.

It was a lot easier to work with someone actually interested and with some brains like Hall than the other apprentices he had since Hiccup. And Gobber was enjoying teaching him some new stuff too. Hall was very different from Hiccup; yet, he resembled him in many ways.

But before Gobber left, he turned to Stoick who was reorganizing some plates just to keep his hands busy.

"Stoick, we still need to talk about that."

"Not now, Gobber. Hiccup just finally woke up after a one week coma!"

"But Stoick, it's already been two weeks since we left Berk, and by the map I saw in the Great Hall, it's probably going to take us at least four to five days to get back. You can't stay away for too long and neither can I."

"I know, but I can't leave him. I just got him back, Gobber!"

"You're the chief, but I'm just saying…"

The blacksmith said before leaving and closing the door behind him. Stoick huffed and sat, annoyed and angry. The worst part was that he knew his friend was absolutely right.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 16<strong>

The clanging sound of metal echoed throughout the forge. A few weeks had passed since the Berserker's first attack and the village was completely reconstructed again, Hall's house was almost finished, with just final adjustments, but he managed it by himself and helped Hiccup in the forge at the same time.

"And that's how you make a perfectly balanced throwing knife." Hiccup told Hall and just to prove his point, he threw the new weapon against the wooden wall, sticking perfectly in it. "I don't really use them, but I'd prefer the balanced ones because you can throw it from either from the handle or the blade."

"And I suppose the flight circles are rounder than an unbalanced one, right?"

"That too. Thus it's more predictable to hit it where you want."

"That's so nice!" Hall said grabbing the knife from the wooden wall. "By the way, Hiccup, you never told me how you learned so many interesting things…"

Hall was probably the closest person from his tribe to Hiccup. People respected and followed him without questions or second thoughts, never imagining they'd admire someone so un-Viking-looking like him, but they did. It didn't mean that all of them were close to him, usually because of the lack of time to get to know him better.

On the other hand, Hall spent at least a few hours almost every day with him at the forge, learning all kinds of different things. They usually talked a lot, but Hiccup never told him much about his past or where he came from, though Hall was aware that Camicazi, Bork, Eret and his men knew. Hall respected that and never asked too much about it, but his curiosity was getting the best of him.

"From my former mentor." He answered without further ado.

"Ok… I understand…" Hall trailed off still curious but not wanting to be pushy or anything. He stayed silent and started analyze the freshly made throwing knife. Hiccup wandered around and finally sat on the stool by his working table in the corner of the forge.

"He had a lot of knowledge of blacksmithing, he could probably do anything, but he never really paid attention to details or design, the ones he made were balanced but a bit sloppy. I improved its design with some curves and the trajectory turned out a bit better… The shape is still secondary, but it did help a little…" Hiccup mumbled in remembrance and Hall just listened sitting on his stool at the other side of the forge. "He taught me everything I needed to know to make Toothless's prosthetic and saddle." The black dragon turned to look as Hiccup heard his name but noticing he wasn't talking to him, he lazily laid back down in his cozy, dark spot. "… I miss him…" Hiccup accidentally let out the last part.

"Did he…"

"No. He's alive. Or at least he was last time I checked." Hiccup answered without having to hear the rest of the question. "His name is Gobber. A great warrior, he lost a hand and a foot but never the good humor. My mom died when I was young and my dad was busy leading so he left me with Gobber since I was little. He was an old friend of my dad's and worked at the forge so I started learning the occupation since I was very young."

"Wait, leading? Your dad was a leader, like the chief of your tribe?"

"I guess I never told you about it, right?"

"I guess not…" Hall answered without sounding either too nosy or curious.

"I came from the island of Berk, from the Hairy Hooligan's tribe."

"Wait, so your dad is Stoick the Vast?"

Hall tried not to yell, but his voice was raised enough to startle Sharpshot who looked at him as if to say 'hey, I was almost sleeping in here! Don't disturb me!' Then, the tiny dragon flew away from his table and landed on Hiccup's, dispersing and messing up his designs and papers. Hiccup sighed at the sight; he'd have to re-organize everything again, since Sharpshot did this at least three or four times a day.

"Yep. Why the surprise in your voice?" Hiccup asked, kidding, but Hall was so surprised he didn't notice the joking tone.

"Nothing, it's just that you look nothing like him… I've seen the Hooligans once or twice, I don't remember them much but their chief was huge and…" he shut up before he could say anything stupid. And Hiccup tried to grab some of the designs that fell on the floor during Sharpshot's sudden landing.

"Yeah, I know… No one imagined he'd have a fishbone like me for a son… But it's not like you can say too much, if I'm not mistaken, your dad was a big warrior too."

"A normal size big Viking warrior… And I might not be too tall or have a Night Fury to ride, but I could always fight with bow and arrows…" Hall trailed off, not wanting to be rude.

"And you're not as scrawny as I am. Go on, you can say it, I'm not offended. It's true, after all…"

"I'm sorry; I didn't mean it like that…"

"It's okay." He said placing the papers he collected from the ground on the table.

"May I ask why did you leave? I mean, that's what you did, right? Your father wouldn't banish you…"

"I left before he had the chance."

"So you really left willingly? Why? I mean, you'd be chief, it must be an honor."

"I'm chief here and it's not something I asked for. I was voted in. It's ridiculous, Vikings aren't supposed to be democratic, you know…"

"I kinda forgot that little detail… So you never wanted to be chief?"

"Not really. And I was really bullied in my old tribe. Everyone wanted my brainless cousin to be the next chief just because he had brawn…"

"Even your dad? Or Gobber?"

Hall's question was innocent, but Hiccup had to think for a while before responding. The truth was that he wasn't sure. Hiccup had just turned 20 and it had been almost five years since he had last seen any Hooligan, at least with them knowing who he is. Time erased some details but not the most important things.

"I think Gobber just wanted me to be tough like all the other Vikings because, as he said and I quote 'the way I was made grown men uncomfortable'. But I guess he had faith in me, he knew I wasn't brainless like Snotlout and that's important for a chief but he wasn't sure I could protect the village like Stoick could. My dad was smart enough to be a good chief and strong enough to seem invincible."

"And what about him?" Hall asked curiously. If Hiccup had to describe him with only one word, that might be the one. "What did your father think about you?"

Once again, Hiccup sighed heavily, he was about to reach a point of changing the subject but now even he couldn't stop asking himself this question so he just had to answer.

"I'm not sure. I mean, he loved me, yeah, but I know I was a big disappointment. He looked at me like he had been cheated, like someone had skimped on his meal or something. The only time he was proud of me, I was cheating and it only made me feel worse. But I wasn't cheating on purpose, though. It just happened."

"Couldn't you just explain it to him?"

"He wouldn't understand. And if I told him the truth, then he'd really hate and disown me. I didn't want that, so I left."

"What did you do that could be so awful?"

Hiccup chuckled and looked at Toothless who was already snoring peacefully. It was rare for the forge to be so quiet so he didn't sleep much in there, just rested.

"I befriended the enemy."

"Oh… But couldn't he see the truth? We all did, he would do it eventually too, right?"

"Nah. He hates dragons too much for that. I just ran away, he didn't know about Toothless, I thought it would be better like this."

"Better for whom?"

"Everyone. Better for the tribe that wouldn't have to deal with a scrawny, clumsy mess, better for my father who'd be angry with me and eventually forget I ever existed, better for Toothless because my father wouldn't be angry at him instead of me and maybe desperately want to search until he killed him and dragged me back, claiming I'm insane or something…"

"But would it be better for you, too?"

Hiccup was taken aback. He didn't expect the question at all. He shrugged.

"The best thing for me would be staying with Toothless, the only real friend I ever had on that island that didn't judge me by how I looked. And I'm okay with my choice. My father is probably furious at me for running away and might not want to ever see me again but I'd rather have him be angry than have him be disappointed for going with the enemy or grieving."

"Are you sure? I mean, it seems so sad. Can you really get over it? He's alive and in your reach, Berk is not very far away, Toothless could probably make it in a day or so. He's right there; you can still sort things out with him. Time has passed, he's probably not as angry and the dragon raids have diminished considerably. Maybe he'll understand you."

"He never heard me, Hall." Hiccup's voice was darker and sadder than before. "I don't think this is something I can fix."

"I'm sorry. I didn't want to upset you or anything. It's just that you still have the chance to sort things out. I can't because my parents are dead now."

"It must be hard for you too… Sorry about it."

"It's okay. I'm moving on. I now have Freya and all of you to support me. There's nothing I can do anymore, just live my life. It's sad sometimes, but it's getting easier each passing day. But I don't think it's something you'll completely move on from because it's not over. You could still do something."

Hiccup just stood there astonished, never expecting to receive a life lesson from a 15-year-old boy. He managed to make a small, sad smile before returning around to look at his designs and drastically change the subject.

Hall had never spoken about it again, but the conversation never left Hiccup's mind. He still believed he had made the right choice, truly the only one he could make at the time. But he couldn't deny that he missed Gobber and his father or wonder what could have happened if he had stayed. However, Hiccup was as stubborn as any other Viking and he wouldn't turn back now.

* * *

><p><strong>I know that not a lot of things happened in this chap, but it was still very important anyway. <strong>

**More action is still coming, so leave a review so I can try posting it as soon as possible! Plus, I really want to know your thoughts about the story so far! Please review! :D **

**Itban Fuyu **


	18. Conflicted Hearts

**Thanks for all the people that favorited, followed and reviewed until this moment! I hope lots of people can do that, even though I very few people reviewed and I was really sad with the number... **

**And, as always, especial thanks to Ladipretender, who edited yet another chapter as fast as she could even though she had a couple of very busy and probably stressful week... And then the problem with DocX and your internet... **

**By the way, those who liked this fic and like Gravity Falls might like my newest fic, the title is "The Princess and the Pirate", it's an AU and it's one of my favorites fics I've written so far, I'm probably going to write a book out of it someday... I really like how it's turning out. Even those who doesn't know Gravity Falls might like it. **

**BTW, those who like Hiccami might like the end of the flashback...**

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Hiccup finally woke up a week after being administered the antidote. Astrid bonded with Stormfly and the other Hooligan teens did the same with their dragons, so the girl wants to show the real nature of the dragons to Berk, even though Hiccup is still a bit skeptical. Hiccup is still recovering and the Strike Tribe is getting fixed by its people. Meanwhile, Gobber knows they have to go back to Berk, although Stoick is hesitating to leave his son. <em>

**Chapter 17**

**Conflicted Hearts**

The night was freezing cold and uncomfortable shivers woke Hiccup up. The door and the windows in both the kitchen and in front of his bed were closed, but the fire was out. He saw his father sleeping on the floor over some blankets and pillows and he wondered if he had stayed there the whole week. He looked to the other side where Toothless's rocky bed sat and saw the dragon cozily comfortable and snorting lightly.

Deciding not to awake either one, he pushed himself up into a sitting position and winced as he tried to ignore the pain. There was a chest of drawers on the wall opposite from his bed; right underneath the window. There, he kept all the stuff he needed, like clothes and sheets, and all he wanted was a warm blanket.

He breathed deeply a few times and gathered strength to stand up only to find himself against the wooden floor with a loud thud. He managed not to whine or moan from the pain, but the sound of the fall was enough to wake both his father and his dragon.

Toothless nuzzled him gently, concerned, and he felt himself being pushed back to the bed.

"What the hell were you doing?"

"I'm the one who should be asking that; who the hell took my prosthetic off!" He said, angry and ashamed for not realizing he was without it before he tried to stand.

"Of course we took it off, there's no need for it if you're on bed rest. What were you trying to do?"

"I… I was just… whatever, just forget it." He shrugged, shivering a bit. "I was trying not to wake you both…"

"You're a bit cold; do you want some blankets or something?"

"No need for it anymore…" He replied lying down with his thin blanket. "Hey, Bud, would you mind warming me up?"

Toothless let out a small blast against the fireplace in the middle of their house, igniting it, and then covered his human with his black left wing, laying his head on the bed near Hiccup.

"So, Dad… When are you going back to Berk?"

"Were you awake when Gobber and I came in?" Stoick asked sagaciously.

"Not really… More or less, I guess… Anyway I know you need to go back, Dad."

"But how can I go, Hiccup? A few weeks ago you were dead. You don't know how much it hurts for a father to lose his son." He admitted, huffing. Hiccup's heart sank, he had never heard his father talking like this, with a tone of voice so grieving yet hopeful. He never imagined his father cared that much about him, because certainly he rarely showed it to him.

"Yeah, I know and I'm sorry for that, I didn't mean it. But it's okay now. You know I'm alive and soon I'll get better and I can go visit you as long as you warn people not to shoot down any dragon, especially the Night Fury I'll be arriving with."

"I will, but I want more than just visits, Hiccup. I want you living there again. And I bet most Hooligans will be pleased with your return too." Stoick was frustrated, he was used to getting things the way he wanted, but dealing with his son wasn't a piece of cake.

"So, no one wanted me as chief but all it took was for me to die to make me the perfect heir and make them miraculously change their minds." Hiccup said, his tone sarcastic.

"For Thor's sake, you're just so stubborn!" He exclaimed, exasperated, waving his hands to the sky. Stoick was never a really patient man and to almost beg his son to return was driving him mad.

"A trait I got from you," Hiccup sighed. "Look, I know you want me back and all, but I can't. I have a life and a tribe here but even if I didn't, I couldn't go because I would never leave Toothless. He's my best friend and I won't abandon him, but it's not like the people of Berk will accept him and you know it!"

Stoick suddenly became silent. He knew it would be hard for the Hooligans to just accept it. Hiccup sighed, noticing his father's discomfort.

"Look, dad, you can come visit too. But right now I know you have to go back. And maybe, if you want, you can take one of the dragons to help out. When they're pulling the boat the trip is cut in half the time. You'd have to let the dragon rest his wings once in a while, though. But he can stay on the deck and let the wind push the ship."

"Take a dragon? To Berk? Are you insane? Do you want them to kill it?"

"Of course not, you can tell them not to attack or even better, hide the dragon."

"And how am I supposed to hide a freaking dragon? It's not like I can just put it in my pocket."

"I hid Toothless for weeks at the cove; it's really not that hard."

"The trip is really cut down to half the time?"

"Something like that. Toothless and I already did it in one day, but we stopped once to rest his wings and so we could eat. I guess it was about 17 hours flying. We rested very little, but we got there a few hours after nightfall.

"Wait, so you've been to Berk during these five years?"

Hiccup was a bit taken aback. "No, not exactly. We just went to check out if everything was all right. But we didn't land on Berk. And sometimes I pass by it to go to Dragon Island."

"Dragon Island?"

"The name I gave to the island beyond Helheim's gate. Where the nest was and where the remains of the Red Death are, the queen of the dragons. You've seen her teeth in the Great Hall."

"Oh, Son, but can't be a living thing that big."

Hiccup raised an eyebrow and exchanged annoyed glances with Toothless. Why was it so hard to believe? Heather had already told him about the story, but it was hard for the man to believe it. And it wasn't the same thing having his own son, who actually did it, telling him rather than a girl who just heard about it.

"Not anymore. At least we never saw something like that again. But we did defeat it, wether or not you believe it. And that's actually how I lost my leg."

"I thought this dragon liked and protected you."

Hiccup rolled his eyes while Toothless crooned sad and annoyed at the same time.

"He does, I'm only alive because of him."

"Oh…" Stoick mumbled, embarrassed. He didn't expect that at all. There was a long and awkward moment of silence until Stoick finally managed to ask. "And how did _this_ all happen,?"

"By _this_ you mean our friendship?" Stoick nodded and Hiccup frowned. "Look, Dad, I know you still don't really like the dragons and all but they have feelings, okay? We'd appreciate if you stop referring to them as objects, please."

"Okay, then, how did you befriended… Toothless?" He asked using the name of the dragon instead.

"Thanks. I was 15 at the time. There was the raid just before devastating winter started when I claimed to have shot down a Night Fury. Turns out I really did shoot him down…" Hiccup trailed off as he looked a bit bashfully at Toothless. "I found him beyond Raven Point, he was bound by the bolas and wounded. I wanted to kill him and prove to everyone I was a real Viking, but I just couldn't do that. I wouldn't do that. So I freed him instead and I was lucky he didn't kill me then…" Stoick face palmed but kept silent to hear the rest. "It turned out that Toothless lost part of his tail when he fell," As if to illustrate it, the dragon raised his extremity.

"Yeah, that girl, Camicazi told me about it, he can't fly without it, is that right?"

"Exactly. Later, I found him trapped in the cove. He couldn't fly away, but I didn't understand why at first. I was curious and tried to understand it, to study him. I ended up bonding with him the moment he let me touch him."

"But, son, that was so dangerous! You could have been killed!" Hiccup rolled his green eyes.

"Yeah, I know… Anyway, Gobber said once that a downed dragon was a dead dragon and that was when I realized I didn't want him to die and I had to do something about it because I was the one who took away his flight. So I designed a tail fin prosthetic, but I had to control it and as I learned how to do that, we became close friends. You don't know how difficult it is to fly; every shift of the tail can make a difference."

"And that's when you ran away?"

Hiccup sighed sadly.

"Yeah. It was either that or fight the Nightmare and let's face it, I couldn't do that. I actually thought about showing the truth about them, but how could I do that? How would you or anybody else believe me? Or at least give me enough time to do it, no one would listen. Not even you. So I gathered my stuff and we flew away. That was also the night we found the Red Death."

"You fought it that night?"

"No. I lived around the dragons for months, studying them and learning their ways with Toothless. Later I spent some months with the Bog Burglars, where I met Camicazi."

"Wait, isn't she Bertha's daughter?"

"That'd be her."

"I knew the name was familiar…"

"During the time I was with them, I ended up engaging the Red Death in combat. It was an accident, though; I only intended to look for weaknesses, that is, if that thing had any… Toothless saved me while Camicazi and Bertha were en route, and they did the rest to rescue us."

"And how did this tribe began?"

Hiccup smiled, for the first time since he could remember, his father was actually really hearing him. He found himself excited to tell the whole story for his willing-to-hear father.

He was very happy at finally having a moment like that with Stoick. The man had tried to take his son fishing to bond, but he hated it so much he preferred to look for trolls instead. And then, he began to grow so different from the Viking way that his father just didn't know how to get close to him anymore. They talked about the beginning of the Strike Tribe, how Berk was doing and all kinds of dragon curiosities until the night ended.

The sun came up over the horizon before they realized and then Stoick got them some cheese and bread for breakfast. After they ate, Stoick went to grab a basket of cod for Toothless.

Hiccup was trying to stay sitting supporting his back against the head of the bed when, after knocking, Camicazi entered. She sat on the chair Stoick was sitting on moments before.

"Hey!"

"Hi, Cami. I was wondering where you've been; you're usually the first one I see when I wake up after almost dying. Apart from Toothless, of course."

"Of course." She agreed laughing, but her smile didn't reach her eyes as usual. "But you know, the village is in rubble and I had to keep everything in order while you were out."

"Sorry about that…"

"It's okay, you're getting better and that's what matters. Besides, We did agree that Eret and I would share the responsibilities of the leadership." She said, sighing sadly.

"What's going on Cami? Is something wrong?"

"Yes. And no." He raised an eyebrow as an invitation for her to clarify. She shrugged and crossed her arms; he could sense she was mad about something. "It was that stupid, idiotic and annoying Eret!"

"Did he hurt you?" He asked confused and worried at her irritation.

"Just my ego and reputation. He… he told me he _liked_ me in front of everyone and he was bossing me around like he owned me or something! I couldn't talk to him since then…"

"He did?"

"Yes. And he embarrassed me in the process."

"And do you like him?"

"I'm too angry right now to like anyone." She said, huffing. "But that's not what I wanted to talk to you about. I've heard Stoick and Gobber talking about you and asking you to go back to Berk. Is that true?" Hiccup sighed.

"Yeah. He asked me, but I can't go. I have a life here now and they might kill Toothless the moment we land there."

"I agree, but what do you want to do, Hiccup? I know you miss him and all."

"It doesn't matter. I can't go."

"Hiccup, the choice is yours. Besides, there's something else I wanted to talk to you…"

"What is it?" He asked, confused and concerned, her tone of voice conveying something was wrong.

"The last few times I visited my mom, she asked me when I'd come back."

"What? You're not going back, are you?"

She smiled sadly and shifted on the chair to get comfortable. "Hiccup, I'm a Bog Burglar and I'll always be. There's where I belong. Even though I don't want to go back right now."

"But you never told me that before. I thought you'd stay here like me!"

"I'm so sorry, Hiccup. It's just that we never got the chance to talk about it… Can you forgive me?"

He was so upset that he only nodded. It wasn't like they were dating or planning to live together forever, but Hiccup felt cheated. However, he understood her desire because sometimes he found himself wanting to be a Hooligan once again, even though he knew it was impossible. He had run away from that.

Camicazi noticed he was sad and decided to leave his house saying she'd be back later. That was when Stoick brought the basked full of fish and Toothless started to jump eagerly.

"Son, I was talking to Gobber, we'll return to Berk tonight."

"Okay. Don't worry, I'll visit you as soon as I can."

"No, Hiccup, I'll be back before then. I'll just go take a look at it and warn the Hooligans not to attack the dragons. And tell them all about you and this tribe."

"How are you going to do this trip so fast? It will take at least three days sailing just to get there!"

"The Rumblehorn that took me to 'Flower Island' will pull the ship. I already talked with him and it's still creepy to see the dragons nodding like they understand us."

Hiccup rolled his eyes, but smiled.

"That's because they do, Dad."

"I'll go soon. You be a good boy. I'll be back. Definitely."

"And I'll be here. Certainly." Father and son exchanged smiles, both remembering how similar yet different this was to their last conversation five years ago, when Stoick was about to leave with another search party to find the nest.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 17<strong>

"Good job, Sten." Hiccup praised from behind him, getting his attention.

"Hi, Hiccup. Thanks."

"You really have a way with them." The chief said as he bent down to look closer at the Monstrous Nightmare, his leg was hurt but well bandaged.

"Not like you do, but I try my best. I couldn't really leave him like that, right? But I have no idea why he was fighting with Calder… My dragon is all right, though, a few scratches too, but I already took care of him. The Nightmare was a different story; it took hours until I finally managed to make him stop so I could look at his leg…"

"Sometimes dragons fight against each other, they're wild animals and very territorial, though they usually don't hurt each other too much or anything. For example, the first time I flew Toothless, we stopped to rest, he was eating fish and then a pack of Terrors approached. Toothless didn't have any problem sharing with me but he didn't want to give them half a fish. One of them tried to fight him, but, well, he's a Night Fury, he didn't even have to move to drive off the annoying dragons…"

"Really? But were they alright?"

"Yeah, nothing serious. Toothless didn't want to hurt them; he just wanted them to leave him alone. Anyway, it takes someone with a lot of bravery and persistence to chase down a Nightmare and a lot of gentleness to make that dragon stand still long enough to bandage them up. You've got talent."

"Oh, come on, Hiccup, you know you could do it better with a hand tied behind your back"

"Don't exaggerate. I'm not that good, I just learned how to sooth them, and you're learning it too." As if to prove his point, the Nightmare nudged the 15-year-old boy playfully. "See? He likes you."

"Thanks, but I didn't do anything much, really. I just followed him everywhere and let him growl at me, until he finally understood I wouldn't leave until I saw and treat his wound"

"And what you did was right. Keep that in mind. When a dragon gets hurt, his instinct is to defend himself, but the moment he realizes he's not being threatened, he'll eventually calm down. And that's when you can do something."

"Thanks." Sten replied, flattered and petted the Monstrous Nightmare's snout. "You may go, but don't get yourself into trouble again," the dragon snorted and flew away.

Since Sten had chased down the Nightmare, he was far from the village, Hiccup had spotted him from the air and so he gave him a ride back on Toothless. Sten thanked them and jumped off of the black dragon. Calder, his Snafflefang, came up, nuzzling him. Hiccup noticed the dragon was bandaged up as well and Sten probably left him so he wouldn't fight the Nightmare even more. That was when Hiccup had an idea.

"Would you like to be like a dragon healer? Treat the wounded ones when needed. Usually people ask me for help, but I'm not available all the time. You could help with approaching the dragons, the wild ones are the hardest, and then treat them or help Ingrid. She said she's not really good with reptiles, but she knows about the ointments and you could learn a lot from her as well."

"Are you sure I'd be the right guy for the job?" Sten questioned curiously while Hiccup dismounted and petted his Night Fury.

"Sure. And I won't even have to worry because I know you know how to defend yourself pretty well if needed. You are a great warrior but at the same time, you can be gentle and patient, just what wounded dragons need. And I have faith in you."

"Okay, then. I can try."

"Try what?" A curious feminine voice asked, approaching. It was Eira, a friend of Hall and Sten from their tribe, her Shockjaw walking right behind her.

"Sten is now the new 'dragon healer' of our village. He'll help me treat all the dragons that get, hurt."

"Really? That's so nice! Congratulations!" She said enthusiastic.

"It's nothing much, really."

"I still think it's awesome. Taking care of dragons is not something easy." She pointed out. "I have to go now, Hall promised he'd teach me how to practice archery!"

Eira gave him a peck on his cheek and walked away with her dragon, Thyra, close behind. Sten kept watching her go with a heavy sigh. Hiccup who was usually totally clueless, grinned.

"You like her?"

"What? No. Yes. Not exactly…" Hiccup raised an eyebrow but still had a grin on his lips, Sten tried to say too much at one time and began to say phrases, some a little bit confusing. "I mean, she's my friend, of course I like her. But not like that, not the like-like kinda way. I'm also pretty sure Hall likes her that way, and I don't feel like I could do that to him…"

"Really? Well, that's a problem, then…"

"You talk like you're not in a similar situation…"

"What are you talking about?"

"Eret likes Cami, but you're very close to her."

"He… does?"

"I guess so, at least that's what Eira told me once."

"I didn't know that…" He was saying, but was cutoff by another girl's voice. "There you are! Ready, now? You promised me you'd come to the visit the Bog Burglars today!"

Camicazi reminded him from above, flying on Shimmer.

"You're right, I'm coming!"

He said, but this time, he was feeling a bit guilty. If Eret really liked her, why hadn't he done or said anything? Did he know it himself? Or was he afraid that Hiccup liked her too and that she liked him back?

He was confused. Certainly, Hiccup liked her, but as a friend, maybe a sister, even. But not like a girlfriend. Camicazi had always been special to him in a non-romantic way, in fact, he actually still thought of Astrid, even though he'd barely seen her for in past five years.

Hiccup jumped on Toothless and within seconds, the inseparable duo followed the girl on her Changewing. They reached the Bog Burglars by nightfall, tired and hungry, but luckily Bertha prepared something quickly for them and grabbed two baskets full of fish for the dragons. Stormcloud was small so she usually ate only one or two fish.

"So, how are the things with the 'Strike Tribe' going? Are you going to change the name soon? It sounds like a teenager picked it out."

"That's because I was a teenager mom, I already told you that. And that's a reason for the name, so we're sticking with it!"

Bertha laughed, she usually joked about the name thing with her daughter, but she was only kidding. Then, Bertha turned to Hiccup, who was awfully quiet that night. It was rare for him to come along with Camicazi to visit the Bog Burglars, even though he was very welcomed. However, he used to travel with her around the archipelago or by himself with Toothless.

"What's up, boy? You're so silent tonight…"

He raised his eyes from his food, surprised. He was still thinking about what Sten told him about Eret liking Camicazi and here he was, with the girl in her mother's house like he was family or something. Hiccup might not be too close to Eret, they rarely spent time talking like he did with Bork or Hall, but he was his friend and he didn't like the idea of possibly stealing his love interest.

But he couldn't really say it either.

"Nothing. Sorry. It's just… I've been wondering if you had any news about the Hooligans. It's been a while since I last saw one of them, I was just wondering if my father was okay…" It wasn't the real reason why he was quiet that night, but it wasn't a lie either.

"I haven't seen them in a while either. Since people discovered about that the dragons are living here, they're keeping their distance. Some are actually curious, but most don't have the nerve to come."

"But, Mom, you don't think they might attack you, right?"

"Maybe, dear. We're not afraid though."

"Of course not. Bog Burglars are fearless." Camicazi said with the usual pride in her voice. "But it's not wise not to be unprepared."

"Don't worry about it. I already knew about this possibility. We're ready for anything and if we need backup, I'll send my Terror to reach you. But yes, of course the Viking tribes are apprehensive about us being friends with enemies, but the truth is that they've been living with us for a while now. I mean, it's not everyone, there are still a lot of Bog Burglars who don't want or like them, but they're living among us and it's rare to have any problems involving dragons." Bertha explained.

"We'll be willing to help if you need it, obviously." Hiccup agreed.

"I know. You're a good boy. And I hope you're taking good care of my little daughter."

"Mom! How many times do I have to say that I'm the one who's always saving him from trouble? Like that time with the Outcasts, I knew that girl was too good and she was hiding something!"

"It doesn't matter, Cami. She had good reasons to do that and you know it. You can't hate Heather forever."

"I don't hate her, I'm just point out a fact. I'm the one who saved your sorry ass from them."

"I was already saving myself when you got there, thank you very much." He replied with a wounded ego, trying to keep the rest of his dignity. "You might have expedited the escape, but that's it."

The girl was about to say something else, but Bertha interrupted like she was parting two siblings from a growing disagreement.

"Anyway! How are the sword fighting lessons?"

"We've been training an extra hour a day since then. Hiccup's getting way better. He's a natural."

"You've improved too. Last time you visited, we trained and it went far better than I had expected."

"Thanks, Mom."

And the conversation went like that, talking about the news and everything that'd been happening in both tribes. Bertha was proud of Camicazi and Hiccup for managing to lead an entire tribe at such young ages without older support or guidance, even though the tribe was small, smaller than most tribes around the archipelago, it wasn't something easy. Especially when there was a deranged chief going after them or a revengeful fool that had been ostracized.

Later that night, Camicazi suggested they train a little before going to sleep. Hiccup was lazy and didn't want to do it, but he accepted nonetheless. Camicazi was the kind of energetic girl who liked sword fighting so much she'd be willing to do it any time, including the middle of the night. It wasn't too late and he knew he needed to be better in order to defeat Dagur.

They found a rocky place next the shores. It wasn't exactly safe, but Camicazi liked the danger, it didn't matter how many times he told her it was a bad idea.

"You can't always choose the place of your battles, you know. Maybe you'll find yourself in a place like that. We have to keep practicing in different environments."

I know, Cami, but the rocks are wet and slippery, if we fall it's gonna be a very bad thing."

"Only if we fall near the edge, but anyway, our dragons are here to catch us if needed. All you have to do is keep on your feet."

"Easy for you to say, you still have both of them!"

"Oh, stop whining and grab Inferno."

"How many times do I have to say that I'm not going to fight you with Inferno? I don't want you burn you by accident or anything."

Camicazi rolled her eyes. She actually wanted to because she had never fought against a flame sword before. But, at night the fire might disturb their sight and it would be harder for them to see the other's blows. Their eyes had already adjusted to the low light the moon provided.

"You brought a normal one, then, right?"

"Of course, who do you think I am?" He laughed, drawing the sword from the sheath on his waist. She did the same.

When Hiccup realized he was left handed, and started using this hand for their training, he got instantly better; however, he was still afraid it might not be enough. He knew he wasn't exactly the luckiest person alive, and the probability of needing to use the right hand instead of the left one was high. Especially with all the enemies he was attracting.

Thus, he started practicing the movements with a normal sword by himself. When he finally got to the point that his swings didn't look so ridiculous anymore, he decided it was time to train with a real person. It was very recently that he and Camicazi began to do that and he usually needed more time to practice using the right hand than the left and since they were both a bit tired from the journey, they decided to do it only for about an hour and he wanted to use the hand he didn't have much ability with.

Then they began to practice. Camicazi had to remind herself to hold back. When he was using the left, he had already reached the point of managing to fight her at an equal level. But the right hand was like she was fighting with him from the start again. Though she must admit she was proud of him for the effort.

Shimmer, Stormcloud and Toothless lay lazily on the rocks not too far from them, watching and yawning.

"You've been improving in deflecting." She pointed out, attacking nonstop and watching him block every blow almost perfectly for a beginner.

"Thanks" He managed to say, panting a little in trying to keep up with her. Camicazi was the kind of person who liked to speak while fighting. It was hard for Hiccup at first because her words distracted him from the blows, but he got used to it over time.

"But let's try something different. I want you to try to hit me."

He agreed and as soon as he could, he knocked her sword away from him and tried to swing his in her direction to hit her. Obviously, the blade didn't touch her, not only because he wouldn't let it hurt her but mainly because she was already blocking it away before it got too close to her.

She praised him but she didn't have to, the fact she had to back away was enough to tell him he wasn't as bad as he'd thought. And then, all of a sudden, she started to attack back with very fast movements. She liked it and she had the tendency of doing sudden things like that during practice. Even though he knew it, he was never prepared for it.

He jumped back, surprised, and his prosthetic ended up slipping on the wet rocks, making him tumble backwards. She gasped and tried to keep him from falling, but it didn't work as she planned, in fact, the opposite happened and she fell with him.

They weren't too far from the edge, so she ended up dropping her sword and it fell directly into the sea beneath the cliff. His sword fell far from him, but to the other side, away from the edge. It all happened too fast, but when he realized she was going with him, he tried to hold her by the waist, which made her land on him.

Of course Camicazi had been close to him, very close to him. She had kissed his cheeks a few times here and there or checked to see if he had a fever or something. But it had never been in a situation like this. Sure, he had fallen before during their training, being clumsy was one of his best abilities. What was rare was her falling with him and especially so close that it made her blush; thankfully, she knew he couldn't see it because it was too dark. Besides, they were alone with only the dragons nearby, and those thoughts made her heart race.

"Ouch! I told you it was a bad idea, but no! You just couldn't listen to me!" He said, rubbing the back of his head with his right hand, his left still around her waist. He knew he didn't have to hold her, they weren't so close to the cliff and even if she fell, Shimmer would get her before she hit the freezing water. But, nonetheless he did it out of reflex, not even realizing he should release her by now. His eyes were closed but he could feel her soft breaths on his face.

It took him a while to notice she was too quiet. When Hiccup slowly opened his eyes and faced her surprised eyes, he got a bit worried. "You okay?"

"Yeah. Luckily I landed on something soft." She tried to joke to lighten the mood, not minding that her long strawberry blond hair was all over him and the wet rocky ground.

"Did you just call me 'something soft'?"

"I guess so." She replied, still trying to smile but her heart was pounding too hard to joke properly.

Then she let herself get carried away by the strong feelings that were driving her crazy and so she closed the short distance between them in a kiss. It was light, soft and brief but he kissed back until he realized what he was doing and gently pushed her away with his heart beating almost as fast as hers and feeling guilty as ever.

"I-I… I think it's better if we just pretend it didn't happen, right?" he asked, breathing heavily. Camicazi was a bit surprised and disappointed at his suggestion, but he obliviously didn't notice.

"Sure." Was all she could say before she managed to sit up, giving him space to breath and stand up. He sat, still rubbing his aching head. "Are you okay?"

"I'll be fine." Hiccup said, gulping too guilty to see the sadness at his decision. She knew she should say something against it, but she was afraid he actually didn't want her, so she went along. The truth was that he himself didn't know if he liked her that much or not or that if he could ever like her that way.

Camicazi looked around but didn't find her sword anywhere, so she guessed it probably fell off. She approached the cliff just too curiously see if she could see it, but didn't even get close enough to try because he pushed her back.

"Don't get too close to the edge!"

"It's okay. But I think I lost my sword."

"I can make you a better one before we leave."

She nodded and stood up, breaking free from his grasp. "I think it's enough, let's call it a night. I'll just go for a quick ride with Shimmer before going to sleep. Since you hit you head it would be better to check with our healer, right? It's a bit late, but I think she might still be awake." Camicazi said, already walking to her dragon without looking at him. She hopped onto the Changewing and flew away.

Hiccup sighed and Toothless walked over to him,nudging him gently. He turned to the dragon and petted him, wondering if he did the right thing.

Camicazi never mentioned it again and she acted normally with Hiccup. He never came to know if he crossed the line and upset her in any way, but he didn't ask because it was just too embarrassing. And since she was acting normally, he thought she was okay with it.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope everyone enjoyed this chapter! And what do you guys think about it? Especially about what happened between Cami and Hiccup at the end of the flashback... I had that in mind probably since I started writing it... <strong>

**Oh, and just a curiosity, What Bertha said about the name of the village was actually what my friend said about it the first time she read about the name, but since it had a reason, she was okay with it. And what Cami said to her mother in response was almost the same thing I told my friend when she told me about it. **

**Please, review! I really want to get some feedback! It's important! **

**Itban Fuyu **


	19. Strong Feelings

**Especial thanks to my wonderful beta, Ladipretender, that really does her best helping me with this fic! **

**And I'm really grateful for the 235 followers and 150 favorites this story has gotten so far! More reviews'd be the only think to make me happier, though. It saddens me when people follow or favorite but don't leave one single review. **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Hiccup woke up and was recovering just fine, so his father decided it was time to return to Berk, but only for a short trip to tell the Hooligans about a dragon's true nature, the Strike Tribe and their surprising leader. <em>

**Chapter 18**

**Strong Feelings**

Snotlout was angry. Infuriated, actually. He was mad because nothing he did was right but everything his stupid cousin did was. How could that be? Hiccup was a weakling, he was on bed rest. Rest is for the weak, after all. And Snotlout was not weak. He had no doubt he was strong and he certainly didn't need rest like his weak cousin.

Besides, Snotlout wanted to go back home. Stoick chose to leave him on the island, it was boring and annoying and all he wanted to do was go back to Berk but he couldn't. And there was also the stupid Monstrous Nightmare that was following him all around the island. How his stupid cousin could deal with those monsters was something he couldn't really understand. Sure, it was nice flying and all but why was the Nightmare being so annoying and persistent?

It also upset Snotlout that Stoick left him there saying he should learn something from Hiccup. It was outrageous! He didn't want to have anything to do with that stupid and scrawny cousin of his; all he wanted from him was distance.

At the beginning, Snotlout actually wanted to be the chief. That changed a few years after Stoick began the real training for him to be the leader. It was boring and very difficult. Sure, he wanted the role before he knew how hard it was and, since he was a strong and tough as all Vikings needed to be everyone knew he was probably going to be the next chief. But he wasn't ready for the responsibilities. Everything he did was wrong, and soon he was getting tired of the idea of being chief.

Staying on that stupid island with his stupid, scrawny cousin and those stupid dragons was getting on his nerves. The only good thing about all this was that girl, Heather. And it wasn't even that good because she kept ignoring him and when he tried to get too close, her dragon, Moody, got in his way.

He didn't know what was wrong with all the girls. Why didn't they like him? He was the perfect example of a Viking, he was strong, handsome and, of course, he had muscles. For example, he had liked Astrid, he had hit on her for years until he gave up because she repeatedly refused him. Yet, there she was, going into his stupid, scrawny cousin's house.

Snotlout sat on a rock, crossing his arms angrily, trying to ignore the snorting Nightmare not far from him. All it took was one flight in the middle of a battle for the dragon not to leave him for more than a couple of hours. He saw the twins kidding around with the Zippleback they rode before and he could also see Fishlegs, a Gronckle and that awfully skinny boy, he was almost sure was named Bork, walking around and talking about dragons eagerly.

He sighed and shifted on the rock to try to get comfortable, failing miserably. Snotlout decided to sit in a tree's shadow and he lay down, letting the time pass by.

One day had passed since Stoick and Gobber left, only taking a Rumblehorn that was pulling the ship when they departed. Snotlout was astounded by that, never in his life had he imagined his uncle willingly riding or letting a dragon pull a ship. It was unbelievable.

Meanwhile, in Hiccup's house, Astrid was keeping him company. The blonde entered, her blue Nadder following until finding herself a spot to lay and rest. Astrid sat on a chair she had placed next his bed.

"Hey, Hiccup. I thought you might need some company in Stoick's absence. Besides, it's not like you can cook or anything in your state…"

"I'm not moribund, but thanks, anyway. I'd appreciate having someone to talk to that can actually respond with words once in a while…" Hiccup said, supporting his back on the bed header. It was still hard to stay in a sitting position, but he liked it better to talk with people and he didn't want to remain laying down the entire day.

"And how was your night without him around?"

"It was okay, I have Toothless with me, and if there's a problem I can always send him or Sharpshot to call for help." The tiny green dragon shifted, but didn't mind him at all, as he was snorting in the chest of drawers by the window. "But why didn't you go with Stoick? I thought you wanted to go home."

"I do, but not right now. I'm not in a hurry. Besides, Stoick didn't give us a choice. He only took Gobber. The other teens are on the island too, helping out. Well, I mean, it's not like Snotlout is doing any work and it's not like we can keep the twins under control and not blow anything up… At least Fishlegs is helping out. The village is almost already completely restored. It's amazing, because the way it was destroyed, I'd have guessed it would've taken at least double of the time without the dragons."

"Yeah. Probably something like that…"

"Yeah…" She trailed off and they fell into an awkward silence for a few moments until she punched his arm. Toothless was lying on the bed, bored, and jumped in surprise at her action, but he laid down again when he noticed she wasn't seriously going to hurt his human.

"Ouch! Why would you do that? What was that for?" he asked, rubbing his sore arm.

"I wanted to do that for a long time now, but you were in too bad of shape for me to do it before."

"But, why?"

"That was for the lies! You shouldn't have just left like that! You simply vanished!"

He raised an eyebrow and leaned to the other side just in case she started hitting him again out of the blue. She was obviously angry and her eyebrows were furrowed.

"But wasn't that what you wanted? I thought you hated me!"

"No, stupid. I never did! Where did you get that from?"

"Your hateful glances, as well as your tendency to ignore, me greatly helped me come to that conclusion."

"I never hated you. And I just ignored you because I had nothing to say, but at the same time, I didn't like what Snotlout and the twins did by bullying you. Though, I didn't know what to do to stop it because you were just so different."

"Yeah, I know. I was the tribe's disgrace and the weak, clumsy heir no one wanted. Thanks for summing that up."

"I never said that, don't put words in my mouth." She crossed her arms and rested her back on the chair. "You were different, and you thought differently. If there was something you couldn't do, you went and created a solution. You were smart, smarter than everyone there combined and I think it kinda scared them, but I saw your potential. I just didn't really realize it until you 'died'."

"Thanks. But I still can't fathom it. I get that Stoick missed me and Gobber probably had a hard time finding another apprentice, if he did. However, I don't understand why should it upset you so much. You wanted me to vanish so you could fight the Monstrous Nightmare."

"What? I never meant that for real! And I certainly didn't want you to die! For Thor's sake, you can be so stupid sometimes! You made me feel guilty and mourn your death when you were alive and well the whole time!"

"So… You missed me?" He asked, surprised and hopeful at the same time.

"Yes! No. I mean, who would we make fun of in your absence, right?" She tried to cover up but only received a small and shy smile from him. Astrid blushed before continuing. "But, yes, I missed all your crazy inventions and watching to see if they'd work or not. We all missed you…" She admitted shamefully.

"Sorry… I just never imagined no one would really miss me…"

"Anyway, speaking of your inventions and plans, Bork and Hall were showing me these journals and some of your newest designs." She said taking a few books from a satchel she had placed on the table before sitting earlier. Astrid felt the need to change subject before she felt even more embarrassed.

"What? They shouldn't do that. The journals are just too old and the designs need improvements. I don't want you to see them like that…"

"Why not? They're wonderful!" She praised, reaching for them and opening one of the books. "The drawings are so beautiful, I've seen some of yours before you ran away from Berk, but these one have so many details! And the notes helped me get a lot closer to Stormfly."

The journals were from the time he was living among dragons, learning their ways and secrets, and writing down details he discovered from each species. But it was kind of jumbled; she found pages on Nadders, then it went on about Changewings and then Scauldrons and back to Nadders again, etc. That's what Bork was doing, he was trying to organize the dragons by class and species and put all the information Hiccup gathered along the years in a book.

"They're detailed because I managed to get very close to them in a peaceful and calm environment."

"But, Hiccup, that could have been so dangerous!"

"Not at all. I knew what I was doing and if something went wrong, Toothless was there to protect me."

"I know… It's a habit." She said, closing it and grabbing some sheets of paper. "Hall told me you might want one of these to keep you from getting bored to death. He said it was your newest designs. I found them very interesting."

"Really?"

"Yeah. This one is about saddles, right? I liked the compartments to keep stuff in."

"Thanks. You know, the difficulty in designing saddles is that each species need different ones that will adapt to their shapes in appropriate ways. But it's very interesting, though."

"And is this one about a new prosthetic for you? It's switchable, right?"

"Yes. How do you know? I didn't write much about it. People always have difficulty in deciphering what I meant to do by just looking at the plans." Hiccup said, impressed. Astrid shrugged. By then, it was almost lunchtime and they'd been talking all morning.

"I don't know. I saw the one you use and they have mechanisms like these, but by the drawings there are three different kinds of legs, what are they for?"

"One is for walking, another is to connect with Toothless's pedal to fly and the last one I'm still designing to join in with the other two to help me walk on icy terrains. I can't count how many times I've slipped on ice, but I'll have to test if what I want to do will work out…"

And then, all of a sudden, she smiled sincerely and pecked his cheek, totally surprising him.

"And what was that for?" He asked, utterly curious.

"I don't know. For being you, I guess. For being different."

"Thanks. But you can admit it, you just wanted to kiss _all_ this."

She rolled her eyes. "Since when did you become so cocky?"

"I don't know, probably since I befriended a mighty Night Fury." He said, rolling his eyes and grinning proudly.

"Well, you can stop that. Anyway, here it is. I think it will help you keep busy while you recover."

"Thanks, but I'd rather have your presence instead." Astrid blushed and thanked him, saying she couldn't be there at all times. And then, they got hungry.

"Do you have something to eat in here?"

"I think I ran out of a few things. There's still bread and rice but that's it. I guess we could just fry a bit of fish and eat it with the rice and some vegetables."

"And by 'we', you mean me, right?"

"I could do something, too."

"No, it's okay, Hiccup. You should rest."

"I'm really tired of people telling me that…"

"Maybe you should listen. Odin, you're just so stubborn! You take after Stoick more than you could imagine. Anyway, I'll go grab some stuff then."

"Wait, Toothless needs to eat too. What do you say about some nice salmon this time, Bud?" The dragon crooned happily. "Go with her, Bud. You need to get out of this house at least once in a while." This time, he crooned sadly. "Don't worry, it will just be for a little while. I'll be fine. And bring some salmon for Sharpshot. He'll be hungry too."

"Sure. I'll be back soon, dragon boy." She left, followed by Stormfly and a reluctant Toothless.

Hiccup was indeed worried about Toothless's freedom and stretching his wings; it was not like his full wingspan could fit in the small house. But the truth was that Hiccup needed to be without his over protective dragon for a few minutes to try and break free from that boring bed. He wanted to know just how far his recovery had come. He really had no patience for bed rest.

He forced himself to stand up, this time, Hiccup made sure he was using his prosthetic. He was feeling much better than when he first woke up, his muscles weren't as weak and tired as before and the effects of blood loss had already vanished. The problem was the pain the gash still caused. They said it wasn't as deep as it looked, but that didn't mean it was shallow. And it was very wide indeed.

Ingrid had to come and check on him and to change the gauze every day, she had removed the stiches the day before and Hiccup knew he was getting better, the worst pain was when he was sitting or on his feet. The pressure it made on the gash was so intense that it was hard to breathe, but it was more bearable than the last time he tried to stand. He managed to walk a bit around the house, using the walls for support. He managed to reach the chest of drawers and tried, with difficulty, to breathe deeply.

That's when, suddenly, the door snapped opened. Hiccup couldn't have been more surprised to see Snotlout there. Of all the people that he knew were on the island, his cousin's name was at the bottom of the list of people that would visit him.

"Snotlout, what are you doing here?"

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 18<strong>

"Hey, Eira just told me the news. Why didn't you tell me before?" Hall asked Sten, who sat on the floor with his Snafflefang lazily snorting by his side.

"Because Hiccup suggested it only a few hours ago. And now, Ingrid gave me all these books about healing and ointment and healing gels and all these kind of things."

"That seems nice, all the different kinds of knowledge! And thing about how many things there are to use to heal wounds, that's important!"

"And boring! I didn't know I'd have to read that much! And stop being so excited, you look like Bork…"

"Stop thinking about how boring it is, think about all the new stuff you're about to discover. No one's ever tried to test out the different effects that the ointments and stuff have on reptiles, especially dragons. I mean, there are a few things, like the botany book Bork read that talked about the Blue Oleander being poisonous to dragons, but there's not much about other kinds of flowers and plants and their effects on them. Think about all the different things you'll be the first to know! You'll go down in history!" Hall said with joy and Sten began to like the idea a little more.

"Okay, that might actually be a little interesting." Sten admitted.

"I knew you'd say something like that, you're so vain…" Hall joked sitting near his friend, his dragon Freya laying down behind him and yawning.

"Shut up! You gave the idea, now you'll have to help me. I'd like to test which stuff will work better on dragons, but I don't have the patience to write it down in a book."

"Let's just write notes in a journal, Bork can organize it later, like he's doing with Hiccup's old journals. He likes to do that and Heidi likes to help him by drawing in it."

"I guess so, I should ask him if he'd organize my notes." Sten wondered out loud, closing the one that Ingrid had lent him.

"You have to do them first. You don't even know if there'll be too much to learn and write. Besides, it might take some time. I guess a generic botany book might help you out if they have information about reptiles."

"We don't really have one of those, do we?" Sten asked flipping through the pages of Ingrid's books.

The books were all about the plants that worked with humans, if he could combine the two kinds of information and test out a few theories in a safe way that wouldn't harm the dragons, he'd conquer a lot of things no one ever had before. He knew it was not going to be easy or fast, but he was willing to give it a try.

"I don't think so. We don't have many books and the ones we have are basically about dragons, sword fighting or blacksmithing…"

"Maybe we could go to the Meatheads, see if they had anything." Sten shrugged looking at his dragon Calder who raised his head curiously.

"I don't think we need to go that far. I believe we still have some books back on our old island. We didn't bring everything we had when we started living here."

"Do you want to go with me?"

"Sure. Why not? But I think it's a good idea to tell someone first, right? It's only a few hours' trip and we'll probably be back by nightfall, but if something happens at least someone would know."

"Yeah, it's actually a good idea, Hiccup doesn't forbid us from going anywhere, but he likes to be informed. Since he went out with Camicazi, I think we should just warn Bork and Eret."

"Right. I'll do it. Go grab some food and I'll meet you in front of the Great Hall in about half an hour."

Sten agreed and they both left. Hall went to find Eret and Bork and, when he did, he told them about the idea of new book specifically about treating a dragon. Bork even suggested the title '_How to Treat Your Dragon_' that could be a part two of the one he was helping Hiccup write '_How to Train Your Dragon_'.

Soon, Hall and Freya found Sten and Eira, along with their dragons, waiting in front of the Great Hall's doors.

"H-hi, Eira!" Hall greeted, surprised.

"Hey, Hall. Sten told me about everything, I hope you don't mind me joining in too!"

"Of course not! It'll be a pleasure!" Hall said, gulping, and if someone looked close he would see his cheeks getting redder, but no one noticed.

"Then, what are we waiting for?" She asked anxiously and hopped on her dragon, Thyra. In a matter of seconds, the three dragons were airborne with their humans.

* * *

><p><strong>Hey, guys! I know it wasn't a very active chapter, but it was important, especially for character development. And I have good news, next chap more action will start to develop to get to the climax, which Hiccup needed time to recover to fight one more time. <strong>

**So, please leave me your thoughts of the story and what you think might happen next! I'd love to know! **

**And don't forget to check my DA page after reviewing and/or my profile to check my newest fic! :D **

**Itban Fuyu**


	20. Jealous Rampage

**Who thought Snotlout was jealous, raise up your hands! You were right! And, come on, that was obvious. And it's definitely not going to be good! **

**And who remember the crazy dragons that attacked Berk? They're important and you're gonna see why in this chap! I hope you all like it! **

**Ladipretender, thank you so very much for your amazing work in editing this as best and as fast as you can! This story would be filled with mistakes if it wasn't for you!**

**And don't forget to check my DA page if get interested in my drawings. The link is in my profile, and there, you can also check my newest Gravity Falls AU fic, if you like this one, you might like it as well! **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Stoick and Gobber went back to Berk (with the ship being pulled by a<em> _Rumblehorn_)_, leaving the Hooligans teens until they returned. While Snotlout was feeling about from everything he was going through, Hiccup and Astrid got to bond, having a good time together. _

**Chapter 19**

**Jealous Rampage **

"Snotlout, what are you doing here?"

"I want to know why! Why you had to be alive all this time. And how you managed to become chief. Look at you! You're not Viking or chief material! Yet, everyone on this damned island worships you! Are they brainwashed or something? Even Stoick left me to learn something from you. Ha! As if that could happen!" He burst out impatiently.

"What are you talking about?"

"Hiccup is a great chief. Hiccup is amazing. Hiccup befriended the dragons. Hiccup has the metal leg. Hiccup did this. Hiccup did that." He went on with a mocking irritated tone, poking him with his brawny finger and Hiccup struggled to stay standing on his feet while his cousin was un-balancing him. "It is all so ridiculous! I know the truth about you! You'll always be Hiccup the Useless!"

"Wait, what? I never said those things and what about the metal leg? What do you mean about it? Are you jealous or something?" He didn't mean to irritate his cousin or anything; he was just trying to understand what was going on, but it had a negative effect on Snotlout.

"I'm _not_ jealous of you!" He yelled, pushing him, not thinking about his wounds over his outburst rage. Hiccup fell and that was when Sharpshot woke up, growled at Snotlout and began biting his arm. "Ouch!" He yelled and tried to shoo the dragon away from him. Hiccup quickly stood up and grabbed the Terror from his cousin before he had time to hurt the dragon.

"What's the matter with you, Snotlout?!"

"You! Everyone on this stupid island likes you! I don't understand! Look at you! You're a scrawny little weakling! Yet, no one gives me the credit I deserve. Like Heather! Why does she pay attention to you when she has all of _this_ to look at?!"

"You see! That's exactly why she probably doesn't want to get close to you, Snotlout. You only think about yourself!" Hiccup replied, this time, he was angry too. Who did his cousin think he was to barge into his house and start accusing him? "Maybe you should try talking about something she likes before blaming it on me!"

"And how can I do that with that stupid dragon following her around and getting in the way all the time!"

"You mean Moody? She's just trying to protect her human from you."

"Well, it's really irritating!"

"Then all you've got to do is show the dragon you're not a threat and maybe you might get close enough to her."

"Oh, so now you have all the answers! I can't stand it! You're not a better chief than I am!"

"Snotlout, you're not a chief, yet. But if you keep making irresponsible choices, than, yes, you'll be a very awful chief!"

"Irresponsible choices? What are you talking about? You don't know anything. Name _one_ irresponsible choice I ever made!"

"Attacking the chief of a tribe that has saved your sorry ass comes to mind."

"What… But… I… You…" Snotlout sighed, defeated, Stoick himself told him that was a very bad thing to do. "Shut up, Hiccup!"

Hiccup looked at his cousin attentively, noticing that his angry outburst had ceased. He let go of Sharpshot, who landed back on the top of the chest of drawers still growling and hissing at Snotlout, but no longer attacking.

"I'm not saying I'm better than you, Snotlout. I never said that."

"Of course not! I'm better than you and have always been!" Hiccup rolled his eyes and ignored that.

"The point is, my actions and choices are better than yours because I don't think about myself all the time. And that's what a good leader has to do. Even if it takes some sacrifices along the way…" He mentioned the last part with a really sad voice, thinking about his father asking him to come back to Berk and about the Strike Tribe.

"But that's boring. I don't want that."

"You wanted that when we were younger."

"That was before I knew how boring it is!"

"But, apparently, that's what you're going to be." He said in a matter-of-fact way that only irritated Snotlout again.

"_You_ can't make _me_!" And then Hiccup was pushed to the ground again.

Sharpshot went to bite him one more time, and Snotlout had to shoo the annoying dragon away before he ran out the house, closing the door behind him. The Terrible Terror huffed victoriously and clumsily landed on Hiccup's head when he was trying to stand up, which only made him fall again.

"Ouch! Thanks, Sharpshot, but that's not really helpful…"

The dragon then flew back to the chest of drawers that Hiccup was using to help support himself up.

"What are you doing?"

"Oh, hey, Astrid. Hey…" He shut up when he saw her raised eyebrows and angry eyes. "You're like a kid, I can't leave you alone for ten minutes and you already go and do something stupid!"

"Hey! I'm not dying, you know! I'm perfectly capable of standing up. It's just a cut, I didn't break anything, okay? I already lost part of a limb so I know it's not that bad!"

"Hiccup, you almost died. And yes, I know it could have been worse, but in order to fully recover in a timely fashion, you need to rest! Don't you want to go flying with Toothless as soon as possible?" She paused to let it sink in. Toothless entered right behind her and eyed him with a disapproving expression. He sighed, or better, tried to, because it hurt too much to exhale. "And… Oh my Gods, is that blood?" He looked down and spotted a dark red staining his light green shirt. "Hiccup! You reopened your wound. Again!"

"I guess so…" He mumbled pulling the shirt up to look at the white gauze that covered his wound, only to find it covered in red. "And wait a minute, the first time it reopened it wasn't my fault. It was Dagur's."

"But that proves you should rest more!" She huffed angrily. "Stoick is going to kill me for letting you get hurt like that again! He asked me to take care of you!"

"So you're here just because he asked you to?" His voice suddenly had a disappointed tone in it. She didn't notice, though.

"Urgh! No, but he's not going to like it! Anyway, could you just please go back to your bed? I'll go call Ingrid."

"Okay…" He agreed and Toothless walked by his side to help him get there, not forgetting to hit him gently on the head with his tail. "Ouch! Toothless!"

Astrid didn't take too long to come back with Ingrid, who also scolded him for over working himself. The truth was that it wasn't his effort, but it was because he was shoved twice to the ground so abruptly. However, he didn't want to say it was because of his cousin, Snotlout was already upset enough after the last scolding and Hiccup knew he didn't actually mean to harm him, if he really wanted to do that, he could have caused much greater damage. Snotlout was just really on edge and very enraged.

The days passed by normally. Everyday Astrid would come to Hiccup's house and they would chat and she'd help him out with all he needed, including the food. They could talk about everything, she told him about the throwing axe contests she won both on and off of Berk and he told her all about his trips and discoveries, showing her maps, more journals and designs. Though she only stayed there during the day, sleeping with all the other Hooligans in the 'Guest House.' And he said that if needed, he'd send Toothless or Sharpshot to call someone, but he never did.

The Hooligans were actually getting used to the Strike Tribe. The twins often got themselves into trouble but everyone was already used to the wild dragons' messes, so theirs didn't usually bother the villagers. Bork and Fishlegs became close by talking about dragons, the husky teen also decided to help Bork and Heidi with organizing all the information they needed to write the new books about dragons. Even Snotlout was doing a little better with Heather. After Hiccup's tips, Snotlout managed to convince Moody he was not a threat and started to get closer to Heather, even though she was difficult and didn't really listen to him, yet.

Even though the gash reopened, Hiccup was healing well as he tried to rest properly. He still attempted to stand up, do some things and get out of his prison of a bed, but this time, he had Toothless to help him and he didn't have a spoiled cousin shoving him onto the ground again. Fishlegs, Bork and Hall often visited him and though Hiccup wanted to get out, Ingrid knew he might want to go back to work and reopen the wound again, so she ordered him to keep indoors and only get out once a day for a short walk with Toothless and only in the 'upper level' of the village.

Eret and Camicazi, however, barely visited him and Hiccup found it strange. Eret wasn't very close so it was okay, but why wasn't Camicazi around? That was weird. She was always around, always close. And Eira noticed that and one day, she asked Camicazi about it. Eira and Cami weren't very close to each other, but they often talked a lot, almost like Hall and Hiccup. Camicazi was petting Shimmer after another patrol; she usually picked up a lot of shifts and used them as a reason to not visit Hiccup so often. But that didn't fool Eira, who used that moment to question her.

"I don't really want to talk about it, Eira."

"Look, you can be honest with me, Cami. I mean, why are you doing that, I know you like Hiccup and apparently, that girl Astrid likes him too."

"I know…"

"Then you should do something before he's taken."

"Eira, the problem is that he already likes her." Camicazi sighed and Shimmer nuzzled her as if to comfort the girl. "Maybe he's not sure, but I know him well enough to say that he does. Besides, I want a man who truly likes me like a woman, not like a sister or something."

"So you're going to forgive Eret?"

"I didn't say that. And I don't think I will. At least not so soon." Eira smiled and rolled her eyes playfully. "Now, if you excuse me, I have to go and talk to Hiccup about what I've seen on my patrol."

Camicazi announced and walked away, being followed by Shimmer and Stormcloud. She reached his house within a few minutes and sighed heavily before knocking and coming in after his approval. Hiccup was on his bed, Toothless loyally by his right side and Astrid on his left with Stormfly. They were laughing and it only made Camicazi's heart sink.

"Hi. How are you?"

"I'm getting better, I mean, at least I can laugh now without almost wanting to cry from pain. It's still hurts, but it's bearable." He answered. "What about you? It's been a while since you last came here."

"Well, you know, I've been busy and all. Anyway I just came from patrolling and I thought you might want to know what I saw."

"What was that?"

"A ship coming in our direction. Pretty fast, actually."

"A ship? Whose ship? Is it hostile?" He asked, concerned, and Cami smiled.

"It was being pulled by a Rumblehorn." He sighed in relief.

"Don't scare me like that, Cami!"

"So, yeah. Your father is back. Thought you'd like to know. They're probably docking right now. He'll be here soon. Actually, I thought he'd spent some more time on Berk, he was fast."

And she was right, Stoick arrived in less than ten minutes. He didn't want to leave in the first place, so he went as quickly as he could and didn't spend a full week away. He wanted to make sure to see his 'little boy' alive and well once again. However, despite being happy to see his son again, Stoick's and Gobber's expression were serious.

"Hey, Dad, Gobber. How was your trip?" Hiccup asked knowing something was wrong by the looks on their faces.

"Son, we know you're friends with the dragons and I know some of them might not be as bad as we thought, but during our absence, dragons attacked Berk. Again." Stoick said sadly.

"What do you mean attacked? The dragons don't raid since Toothless and I killed the queen."

"It wasn't a raid, Hiccup." Gobber replied. "They just attacked. Out of nowhere. We even asked if someone attacked first, but that was not the case. Luckily, no one died, it was only three dragons but they made as much of a mess of the village as a big raid did five years ago."

"But that doesn't make sense."

"Face it, son. In the end, dragons are just mindless beasts." Toothless snorted angrily at that and so did Stormfly, Sharpshot, Shimmer and Stormcloud, all of them inside the tiny cramped house.

"No, Dad. I've been living among them for five years. I know them deeply. I know what I'm talking about! It doesn't make sense. Something must be wrong!"

"You know, it also happened before we found you. Six dragons attacked us. They were really mad and strong too. They hurt a lot of villagers. They seemed to be very naughty dragons, actually. Scars and marks all over their bodies. I didn't see those three that attacked last week, but I bet they were like that too. Probably the kind of dragons that fight a lot of other species." Gobber pointed out.

"Now, wait a minute, you're saying they had scars?"

"Yes. Like battle scars. Kinda nasty…"

Hiccup's eyes widened and he shifted to stay sitting in a better position in his bed before calling Sharpshot. The tiny green and red dragon flew from the chest of drawers he was on and landed clumsily on Hiccup's chest. He yelped from the sudden pain and Toothless growled at Sharpshot until Hiccup stopped the dragons' quarrel.

"Were the scars similar to these ones, Gobber?" The man took a look at the green little dragon and nodded. Hiccup lost his breath and gulped as his mind started to realize what the hell was going on.

Ignoring the pain of the movement and the one he felt when he started to breathe fast, heart racing in realization, he managed to stand up, almost jumping out of the bed. Hiccup grabbed his notes and the map he made over the years that he took everywhere, then he shoved the things off of the table and to the ground to place the map there.

Stoick, Gobber, Astrid and Camicazi looked at him confused and curious, wondering what he was doing. With the map opened on the table, his left index finger tracing paths around the various islands.

"Those weren't dragon fighting scars…" He mumbled still thinking to himself.

"What do you mean? Those scars were from what, then?" Astrid asked, confused and looking at what he was doing without understanding. Camicazi, however, was starting to figure out what he meant.

"Those were chains and blades. I found Sharpshot chained down and imprisoned. That's why he doesn't really like to stay indoors for too long and why he's a very withdrawn dragon. He suffered a lot by men's hands. He also has other scars, but they were all made by humans, not by dragons. He's way better now, but when I found him, he was underfed, hurt and almost without any energy left…" Hiccup explained, still looking cautiously at the map.

Astrid's expression softened in compassion. Being in the Strike Tribe for about two weeks, her perspective about the dragons changed a lot, but she'd probably been feeling sad for them even before. Sure, she used to fight dragons and it was something she was not going to do anymore, however, she only fought to defend herself and her village. She'd never torture them or keep the poor creatures underfed. Even the ones they trained against received enough food and water.

"But where did you find this poor dragon, then?" Astrid asked petting the green dragon with sympathy in her voice. Hiccup pointed to one island on the map.

"Outcast Island." He gulped and his voice came dry, worried and darkly serious. "And if we pay attention, Berk is one of the closest places of 'Dragon Island,' where the queen's nest used to be. And Berk is also one of the few that's in the way to get there from Outcast Island."

Hiccup explained as he traced an imaginary line with his index finger connecting the representations of the two islands, starting on the drawing that was labeled as 'Outcast Island' and finishing in the one that said 'Dragon Island,' his finger passed very close to the one with 'Berk' written on it.

"Wait, lad, what are you trying to say?" Gobber asked at the same time Camicazi demanded with her voice almost choking, "Why would they go there?"

"What I'm trying to say it that the dragons that attacked Berk were… probably tortured by the Outcasts and when they managed to escape, they destroyed everything in their way, not because they were being mean but because they were hurt and afraid." Hiccup paused to take a breath. "And I don't know why they were going to 'Dragon Island,' my guess is that they were going because it used to be their nest. A lot of dragons still live there. And maybe, without the queen, they knew they'd feel safe there."

"Yeah, I guess that makes sense…"

"Shit! I didn't know that! I-I didn't know!" Hiccup's voice failed and his eyes were a bit wet from anger.

"But, Son, how could you know that in the first place? It's not your fault."

"I've been there, Dad. It was almost a year ago, they captured and put me in the dungeons… It was all empty. Aside from Sharpshot, there were no other dragons in there. But if they've been doing it for that long, there should've been other dragons in there!"

"Unless Alvin didn't want you to know about them. Maybe he ordered his men to take the dragons to a separate place and maybe they forgot Sharpshot, after all, he's small and could have been hidden or something. But what would he want to do with the dragons?" Camicazi managed to wonder still awestruck.

"He knew about me. About what I did. He wanted me to control the dragons for him." Hiccup gulped, nervous and enraged. "He wanted me to control them so he could take over the archipelago. And I can't believe I was so stupid that I didn't realize he probably had dragons in cages before!"

"Hiccup, how could you know that? You walked around the dungeons trying to find Toothless, yet you didn't see any other dragon in there." Camicazi pointed out, but it didn't matter to him.

"No, Cami. I was a fool. A stupidly idiotic moron! I need to do something! I need to save those poor dragons!" He said and turned to grab Toothless's saddle and prosthetic.

"You can't go, Son!"

"Try and stop me!" Hiccup was so irritated and angry that he wasn't thinking straight. "I need to go!"

"Hiccup!" Camicazi yelled getting his attention, "You're in no condition to engage in a fight against the Outcasts. I want to save the dragons as much as you do, but you can't right now in the state you're in, you're still recovering! Besides, you don't have a plan, yet. You know that we're gonna need one. And furthermore, I believe everyone in the village will want to help them too, but you can't go now. You might get captured and then, what? You need to sit down, think things through and form a fiendishly clever plan to save them and you try to rest and get better soon so we can put your plan into action!"

"I know. You're right. But they've been suffering for so long that I have to do something!" He mumbled in agreement.

"And you will plan it!"

"How can I plan it if I don't know anything about it. If they really hid the dragons, then the dungeons are much bigger than I imagined…"

"You will think of something. Now, sit down, I'll ask Heather and her parents if they know anything about it." Camicazi announced and Astrid led Hiccup back to his bed.

For the first time, he felt really bad for being in such rotten shape, he felt powerless and incapable. He wanted so badly to save them, yet he couldn't go. And the worst part was that he knew Camicazi was right. If he tried to go the situation might become even worse if he got captured or hurt. He needed to concentrate on the few things he could do though, since he couldn't change reality. He sat down and closed his eyes, wishing he could be well enough to go at least for a scouting mission.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 19<strong>

"Then what are we waiting for?" She asked anxiously and hopped on her dragon Thyra. In a matter of seconds, the three dragons were airborne with their humans.

A few hours later, they landed. It had been a while since any of them had been in that island. It wasn't much different since the last time they saw the debris of the place that used to be their home. It was hard for them to go there, and none of them though it would be that way.

From the day Hiccup found and helped them with the funeral ceremony, they left this now abandoned island and only came back to get some stuff they needed in the first couple of months. Initially, they intended to come back and keep living there as always, but they just couldn't, the feeling the place now incited in them was just too strong and awful for them to bear. All the lives lost there made the energy very heavy. And then, they got used to the Strike Tribe and started liking living there. They doubted they could ever live in this place again.

Being there still gave them an eerie feeling, even after almost two years. Eira rubbed her arms, it was almost as if the air around their former village was colder than moments ago. It was around noon and the sun was shining brightly despite the wind blowing so strongly and cold that it was like it could cut through skin.

"I don't know about you guys, but I kinda lost my appetite…" Eira replied. The routine of living in Drakheim helped them forget about the destruction they were looking at.

"Me too…" Hall agreed.

"Let's do what we came here for and go, okay?" Suggested Sten and both of his friends nodded in agreement. "I'll check if there's anything useful in the Great Hall, you two could check in the archive."

"Sure." Eira nodded and walked the other way with Hall and the two dragons following them.

Sten entered the remains of what used to be the Great Hall, one of the doors had fallen and was lying on the floor in front of it, the other was half broken and he thought it would be better not to move it, entering through the empty space of the first door, which was just enough for his Snafflefang to follow after him.

Everything was the way they left. The buildings of the village were still half destroyed and burned. The tables inside the Great Hall were the same way, in that some were mangled, moved, or even turned upside down, but all of them had a thick layer of dust over the wood. Sten sighed as he looked around, he was sad to notice there wasn't anything but broken dishes and messed up tables.

Meanwhile, Hall and Eira were searching the archive. It wasn't a really big place, enough to hold books of various subjects and a few important historical objects like the sword of the first chief of the tribe, for example. They started looking and reading the book titles, the thick dust layer was also present there. Eira started coughing after blowing on a few book covers.

"Are you okay?"

"Sure. It's just a little dust…"

"I meant you. I know you're very sad about being here. You can go back if you want to."

"Thanks, Hall. You're very sweet. But I can handle it. I'm not more upset than you or Sten, we all lost important people here. Though, I didn't know it would be that hard being here."

"Me too. I'm here if you need anything, okay?" She nodded and smiled; he couldn't help but point out to himself how beautiful her smile was. He looked away before he had the chance to embarrass himself by blushing. Then, he looked at something behind her. "Hey look at this one, '_Botany for the Northern Islands_'. I'd guess it's exactly what we need."

As he approached to see the book a bit closer, he didn't notice he almost pressed her back against the bookshelf, the place was so tight and narrow that the dragons had to wait outside. Hall was also too focused on the words on the leather cover to notice her cheeks getting redder.

"Y-yes. I guess so…"

"And this one too, '_Poisonous Plants and Their Effects_'."

"I-I think it's really interesting too…" She said stuttering and then he finally realized how close he was and backed away, quickly and embarrassed. The quiver on his back hit the bookshelf behind him and he awkwardly managed to give her space and not hurt himself in the process.

"Sorry. I didn't mean to bother you like that…"

"It's okay, Hall. I like when you're close, but let's finish this soon and go back, I think I'm starting to get hungry again… But I just don't want to eat on this island…"

"Me too. Let's grab the books and find Sten." Hall suggested, feeling his cheeks still a bit hot while he reached for all the books that had to do with what they wanted. They gathered 11 books and walked outside.

Sten had approached them by the time they were putting the books in their saddle compartments. Everything was very calm, until the dragons sniffed the air, looking around nervously before they started to growl. They shushed the dragons and wondered why they were like that.

"Do you think that maybe we're not the only ones on the island?" Hall asked them.

"I don't know, and I don't want to stay to find out. Did you find something?"

"Yes, we'll show you later." Eira responded sitting on her Shockjaw, Thyra. They did the same and they decided to leave quickly.

* * *

><p><strong>So, here it is another chap! I hope everyone liked it and you can let me know by writing what you think about it in the box below! So, please review! :D <strong>

**And I'd love to know what you guys think might happen next! **

**Itban Fuyu**


	21. Scouting

**So, here's another chap! And thanks, Ladipretender, for editing this story always as fast as you can! (And I'm happy to make you laugh with my stupid typos, like the one I had on the 'previously' paragraph and I didn't notice at all!) **

**I've been really happy for getting so many wonderful reviews, thanks, guys! :D **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Stoick and Gobber returned from Berk with bad news: crazy, mad dragons had attacked the Hooligans. Soon, Hiccup figured out that the Outcasts have been torturing dragons beyond belief and it's now up to Hiccup, his friends and their tribe to save them. <em>

**Chapter 20**

**Scouting **

Hiccup knew he needed to be sure he was right in his assumptions. The whole next day, he revised his notes, checked his maps, went through all the information he had gathered over the last five years and still the only explanation he had for the weird attack on Berk remained the same. The Outcasts had been trying to control the dragons so they could take over the archipelago and when they didn't obey, they suffered. The problem was that the more the Outcasts forced them to do what they wanted, the more the dragons struggled.

Hiccup knew dragons were wild, free creatures, being imprisoned was something they couldn't stand, it could break them. He needed to get them out of there, the dragons would go mad in no time if he didn't. Or they'd get depressed and die. Either way, they needed rescue.

He had a pretty good idea of what Alvin did to them, and chaining down their wings so they couldn't scape and be at the Outcasts' nonexistent mercy. And, as Gobber said, a downed dragon is a dead dragon. Those words echoed in Hiccup's mind since he realized Alvin's plans and it was driving him crazy.

Needless to say, Hiccup didn't sleep that night. Neither did Stoick nor Gobber. The latter was pounding metal into shape, making swords, just in case, he was trying to do it as silently as possible, but it was not like blacksmithing was a silent occupation. He managed not to wake anyone, though. No one asked Gobber to do it, but he felt the need to work his hands so he could think things through, besides, they might need more help in the forge, since Hiccup needed to rest and Hall would have to do all the work to prepare for a fight. Stoick was pacing from side to side in the forge.

"If Hiccup is right, he'll want to go there, Gobber. It's dangerous!"

"You know, Stoick, by what I see, he had been handling himself pretty well these past few years…"

"I know, but I don't want him to get hurt."

"You can't over protect him, Stoick. He's a big boy now and he makes his own decisions. I also don't want him to go, it's definitely a stupid idea. And it's still hard to believe and to see dragons as helpless creatures, but if it's true, I must admit I pity them… "

"But they're just dragons," Stoick said automatically, and then he looked outside to the Rumblehorn that had helped them. "Yet, you're right. They don't deserve something like that…"

"Then what are you going to do?"

"We are going to help my son. The Outcasts may be numerous but they aren't stupid, they rarely attack us Hooligans because we're a big tribe."

"I understand you wanting to do that, you probably don't want to leave Hiccup ever again, however, do you really think all the Hooligans will help you?"

"What do you mean, Gobber?"

"Think about it, Stoick. We couldn't even tell our tribe about all of it, like the dragons because they've been attacked again. Do you really believe they'd willingly risk themselves for the creatures we've been fighting with for generations? Maybe some of them will pity them, but a great many will think you're crazy for even thinking about helping them. The majority of the Hooligans might even be thankful for what the Outcasts are doing, they're torturing and probably killing the dragons, but most people couldn't care less and you know it."

Stoick rubbed his red beard thoughtfully. He hadn't considered that, but he knew Gobber was right. Most of the Hooligans wouldn't want to help them because all they knew about dragons was the bad side of them. Even Stoick himself was having difficulty in seeing them as kind and gentle creatures, often catching himself thinking about them as was used to always doing, like moments ago, when he had to look at the Rumblehorn to remember that they were not mindless beasts.

"I guess you're right…" Stoick mumbled, annoyed, sitting on a chair beside Hiccup's table.

"The kids, however, are a different story. I mean, look at them. We left them alone for one week and they already got themselves dragon-pets. I even overheard Fishlegs saying he didn't want to leave Meatlug behind."

"Meatlug?"

"The Gronckle."

"Oh…" He rolled his eyes again and continued to rub his vast red beard. "I guess Astrid doesn't want to be separated from the Nadder she called Stormfly. Nor the twins with that Zippleback. I'm not so sure about Snotlout, though."

"And I think Astrid is going to help Hiccup, you allowing her or not." Stoick nodded at Gobber's assumption. "But don't worry right now, Stoick. Hiccup is a smart young man, I know he'll think of something."

The Hooligan chief agreed with his brother-in-arms, but couldn't help but worry about his son. Being a parent was a really hard job, the concern for one's offspring never ceased until death, especially when he had already believed he had lost his son for five long and mournful years.

A few hours after the sun came over the horizon, Stoick and Gobber left the forge, both tired and restless, but not sleepy. They could feel that the mood of the entire tribe was heavier, all of them knew about the news, except for the small children, of course, because they couldn't really understand it. Despite the somber mood, they saw Heather and Snotlout before they entered the Great Hall to eat. It seemed like she was helping him take care of a Monstrous Nightmare.

"Yes, that's it. Now you give him the salmon." Heather instructed in a bossy tone. "You're good at it."

"Of course, Babe, I'm good at anything and everything!" Snotlout said proudly.

"Okay, it was not that good, you may wipe that proud grin off your face."

And all Stoick and Gobber could think was that there was no doubt Snotlout was getting himself a pet-dragon too. And that beautiful black haired girl definitely had something to do with it.

Both men entered the Great Hall and ate their breakfast and then went back to the 'upper level' to Hiccup's house. Getting closer, they heard Astrid's voice loud and clear in a scolding tone.

"Hiccup! You were awake all night?"

"Astrid, I'm not deaf, stop yelling at me. And of course I haven't slept. How could I?"

"My Gods! You're as stubborn as your father!"

"Yeah. I know. You already said that."

"Hiccup, how are you supposed to get better if you keep pushing yourself like that?"

"For the last time, I'm not dying! I'm fine! How many times do I have to prove that I'm not that weak, scrawny little kid that I used to be?" He said angrily, putting his now empty mug of buttermilk on the table. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I'm going for a walk to clear my head."

He called for Toothless, who quickly stood by his side to serve as a crutch, even though Hiccup tried his best not to lean on the black dragon. He succeeded most of the time, he was getting better and walking or breathing didn't hurt as much, but it frustrated him that he wasn't healed yet.

Hiccup found Gobber and his father on the other side of the door, they were about to come in, but the young man said he needed some time alone. Slowly, he walked with Toothless around the 'upper level' until he reached a beautiful and very high cliff, where both could see the ocean before them and the wind blew so cold it felt like it could cut skin, yet, it was pleasant for someone used to flying at utterly fast speeds.

Hiccup held onto Toothless to sit down in front of the edge of the cliff, the dragon helped way he could and then laid on his human's right side. Hiccup could relate to the dragons' pain, like them, he also had a free, willing spirit and he knew how hard it was to be locked and chained down, especially after knowing the joys of flying. He sighed heavily to ignore the pain; he leaned on Toothless who just huffed in sympathy.

They stayed there looking at the horizon for a long time until Astrid and Stormfly got closer to them. The girl had some sort of a guilty expression on her face and she sat down near them and was clearly uncomfortable by being in such dangerous place.

"How do you do that?"

"What?"

"Not be bothered by _this_…" She said gesturing to the cliff.

"When you've willingly fallen as much as I have, you kinda get used to this. I'm not scared by the height. Even though I know it is a bit stupid standing here with a crippled dragon that is without his prosthetic gear and wouldn't be able to fly even if he wanted…"

She sighed and looked at the horizon, he did the same.

"You've changed a lot." Astrid pointed out. "I'm sorry for being a nag. I should trust you, you've been taking care of yourself for years now and I'm just irritating you."

"You're not just irritating me, though you're good at it…"

She huffed and punched his left arm. He complained and rubbed the sore spot as she furrowed her eyebrows.

"As I was saying, I know I was hard on you, but that's just because I worry about you… I… care about you…" the last words came very low and he almost didn't hear them, but he did, the red tinged cheeks were proof of it. Astrid was fighting not to blush too much.

"Thanks, but why? I mean, you never really cared for me…" He trailed off and then Sharpshot got closer wanting to be petted, screeching to get his attention and jumping on his lap. Toothless huffed jealously at the tiny dragon that Hiccup began to mindlessly pet.

"I'm not sure… I mean, for five years I thought you died because you couldn't defend yourself, but now, things are different and you're someone I've kinda started to admire. But do not let it go to your head or it will all be for nothing. Snotlout is already greedy and arrogant enough for the whole family."

"Yes, you're right about that…" He commented trying not to laugh.

"Look, Hiccup, if you're really right, which I don't doubt you are, and those dragons are suffering, I agree they need rescue. And if there's someone who can help them, I believe it's gonna be you."

"Thanks, Astrid. I just don't know how to do this, yet…"

"I know you'll think of something, but I can try to help if you want. What were you thinking about when we engage them?"

"So, you're really going along?"

"Of course. Who do you think I am? A coward? No. I'm in for battles! I'm not afraid of them. Which doesn't mean I go searching for them for no reason." He knew she was indeed a really good warrior; he didn't need to question her, though deep down he was concerned, he knew the Outcasts were tough, but he didn't say anything.

"Obviously." He agreed and then paused for a minute to think. "The priority is not to fight, though. The priority is to free the dragons. I actually would prefer not to fight them. The thing is how are we going to save them without the fighting part? Even if we manage to get there unseen in the middle of the night, the moment we start freeing them, the Outcasts will notice and then we'll have a problem…"

"What if there was a distraction?"

"What kind of distraction?" He asked liking the idea and mentally slapping himself for not thinking about it before. Sometimes, it took someone to look at the situation from a different angle to point out obvious things.

"How about a Night Fury distraction kind of thing?"

"That might actually work…" He wondered out loud, his mind already working different possibilities of how it could happen. And then his voice became sad. "But there's another problem, maybe most of the dragons might not be able to fly right away…"

"What do you mean?"

"It took a few weeks before Sharpshot could fly. His wings were bent against his body in an uncomfortable way, almost broken, and he had to stretch them a lot to get the muscles strong enough to be airborne again. It's obviously not all the dragon's cases, or else some of them wouldn't be able to get to Berk, but there is that possibility…"

"Maybe for those we could prepare ships to take them away, right?"

"That might work. Thanks Astrid. I don't know what would I do without you."

"Oh, you're a smart boy. You would think of something. Eventually."

He smiled sincerely and she felt her heart skipping a beat. She never really noticed him before but now she could see the handsome young man he had become. Astrid barely realized that they both were leaning further and closer to each other until his eyes widened and something snapped in his mind that made him back away.

"I need to talk to Garth!" Hiccup blurted out and grabbed Toothless's flank to help him stand up, being careful not to slip down the edge of the cliff. He started to walk as fast as he could to the rocky stairs that lead to the 'middle level' of the village. Astrid followed right behind.

"Wha-Why?"

"There's still a problem in that plan. We don't have many ships, we barely use them. It might not be enough… Garth is good at building ships and he spends a lot of time at the docks, maybe he'll manage to build some more or maybe he knows where we can get them…"

"We have a lot on Berk…"

"Astrid, you and I both know the Hooligans hate dragons and there's no way they will help us save them."

"Maybe you're right, Son." Stoick's voice came from not too far away and both stopped to look at him, including Toothless that was serving as a crutch for his human. He didn't get all the conversation, but he did get the last and most important information. "But I'm still the chief and I can lend any or all of the boats to whomever I want. But, what would you need them for?"

"Well, it's a long story, I'll tell you later, I need to talk to Garth first…" he stopped talking when he felt a soft hand on his shoulder.

"Go with Stoick, explain to him a little bit of what you've been thinking, I'll ask Garth for the information you wanted." Astrid suggested already jumping on Stormfly. She was definitely getting used in having a pet dragon.

Hiccup, Stoick, Gobber and Camicazi reunited in his house, they sat by the table and Hiccup opened his map again, explaining a little bit of the plan he was thinking of. He didn't expect his father to want to join in, he thought he was just curious and he'd probably try to forbid him from going, but his father surprised him saying he wanted to help. He understood him helping with the Berserkers, it was in the heat of the moment and all, but now was different, they were preparing for something totally unfamiliar.

"Wait, are you saying you want to go, Dad? To save dragons? I understand Astrid, she got used to them, but you always hated them…" Hiccup was surprised.

"Of course. But you're my son. And that's more important." Stoick said without a second thought. "Anyway, I liked the distraction thing."

"Yes, but we'd still need more information." Camicazi pointed out and Hiccup nodded.

"That's why I'll have to go on a scouting mission as soon as I can. I need to have an idea about the numbers…"

"I'll tell everyone who's in shape to get ready. A few humans and dragons were hurt, not all of them will be ready to fight, but I believe most of them will be." Camicazi said.

"Great. You do that. Gobber, could you please help Hall to get more weapons done? I guess he'll probably make more arrows too, he did use a lot of them against the Berserkers…" Gobber agreed and went out with Camicazi saying something like how bossy he was, but smiling proudly.

Stoick stayed a little longer, it was weird yet amazing having his son alive and again in his life, but it was hard to get used to the fact that he was not the helpless wimp he once was. It was easy for him to forget it even when he heard Hiccup describing the things he did during the time he was out. He was proud of what his son has conquered over the years, and at the same time, he was sad for not being there for him. Sure, it wasn't directly his fault, but he knew he drove Hiccup away when he was on Berk. Stoick also wanted him to come back, however, considering the circumstances, he stopped insisting for the moment.

His father only left the house when it was starting to get dark, because Hiccup asked him to get a basket of fish for Toothless.

Hiccup was impatient. He wanted to be able to go now; yet, he was rational enough to know he needed to be prepared. He kept revising his notes and maps, always restless when he got anxious or exited with something. He sat at his table, eating some fish he had just made with some bread, not much, though. He wasn't really hungry. That was when Astrid entered the house after knocking.

"Hey, Hiccup. Sorry about the delay, I was trying to help Garth. He has a boat under construction, but he said he won't have more than seven for you ready. You guys really rarely use them…"

"Of course not, we have dragons. Why'd we need ships?" He said half smiling and shrugging. "By the way, where is Stormfly?"

"I fed her and left her to help Garth and his dragon, Runa. Sten and Calder were helping too."

"I'm glad he's getting some help. Sten is a good boy. Are you hungry?"

"No, I ate at the Great Hall. Thanks." She said looking at the maps on the table and sat by his side. Toothless was bored and resting near them. "You know, it's amazing how much you managed to map, you've gone so far. Dragons really are amazing…"

"Yeah. I'm so used to them that it is hard to believe I wanted to kill them a few years before."

"And I can't believe I came to like a dragon so much. I want Stormfly to come along with me. But at the same time, I want her to be safe."

"Believe me, I know the feeling. But if you want to, you can stay here."

"I told you I belong on Berk…"

"Maybe you could stay just for a while. Until the Hooligans get used enough to the idea of dragons being good to not kill her on the sight." He suggested just wishing he could enjoy the moment, he knew it was difficult given the circumstances to make long life plans, but he wanted her around just for a bit longer. "You'll always be welcome here." He finished to assure her of that fact and she nodded, smiling. She knew that all along, but hearing it was good anyway. Astrid knew Stoick wanted him back on Berk; she did too, though she wouldn't admit it so quickly.

"By the way, I saw Snotlout and that Heather girl eating dinner together. I think he's really starting to like her. Which is great, I couldn't stand him hitting on me anymore…"

"He was doing that? But you guys never…" He trailed off and Astrid cut him off saying that there was no chance they'd ever get together; it was a relief for him. "And do you have anyone special on Berk waiting for you right now?"

"No. Not at the moment…" She admitted, feeling herself lean in closer again, it was amazing how he drew her like that. She liked it, though. Maybe she did even before he left, but she suppressed it easier because he was the runt of the litter and a walking disaster for the village. Yet she usually caught herself looking at the cute, clumsy boy. Now he was a handsome young man, a chief and a dragon whisper, yet he still didn't lose his adorable clumsy site and it fascinated her even more.

"Then maybe you could stay a little longer. I could teach you so many things about dragons…" He whispered, drawing closer as well.

"That's a possibility." Astrid mumbled, swiping her golden bangs out of her eyes.

"Good. I like having you around."

"And I like being with you."

"Really?" There was hope in his voice.

"Yeah…"

"In that case..." He grinned, almost sexily, and his voice be came low and deep. "Come here you." It was all he said before quickly placing his right, and nearest, hand on the back of her neck and pulled Astrid closer until her lips met his.

He probably would never have done something like that five years ago. He'd have been too scared that she would kill him if he tried to get too close. Even though she wouldn't do that, but she would be mortified since he was, after all, the embarrassment of the village.

But now it was different. The worst that could happen would be Astrid slapping his face and storming out to never see him again, and he actually hadn't been expecting to see her again until they found Berk's boat, weeks ago. So he was willing to take the risk. This, however, was not what happened. To his surprise, she kissed back and then he felt her small, soft hands reaching for his chest and shoulders.

They only stopped moments later, jumping apart in surprise when they heard knocks on the wooden door. Both parted, red as a tomato.

"Come in." He managed to say. Camicazi looked at them and raised an eyebrow.

"Am I interrupting something?" She knew she was, but it was automatic.

"No…"

"Good. In this case, may I talk to you for a minute, Hiccup? In private."

"Sure…" He turned to face Astrid that was still red, but was now with furrowed eyebrows. "Astrid, could you please excuse us for a minute?" He was hoping she'd say something like 'sure, I'll be back later', instead, she only stood up wordlessly and stormed out, almost bumping into Camicazi on the way.

Cami looked at her go in silence before she closed the door; she knew that the Hooligan girl was just jealous, but it was not something for her to butt in. she petted Toothless, who looked really bored, and sat on the chair Astrid had left, placing a mug on the table before crossing her arms.

"I know you spend the whole night awake."

"Astrid told you, didn't she?"

"Don't be ridiculous, Hiccup. I know you well enough, already." Camicazi retorted, and then she shrugged "But, yes. She did tell me. Even though I don't think she likes me too much…"

"Why not?"

"Girl stuff. Now, drink this. It is buttermilk, I know you like it so I got it especially for you, it will help you sleep. And you should rest, young man. You need to be in great shape ASAP. Now go to bed."

"When is everyone going to stop bossing me around about rest? For Thor's sake I'm fine!" He complained, taking sips of the drink.

"We care about you, mutton-head. And I know you want to do something and start planning, but you won't be able to do anything if you're in bad shape. So just go, you need to sleep, okay?"

"Okay, I'll go. But I won't assure you I'll be sleeping at all." He finished the drink and stood up, walking to the bed. He was tired, exhausted, he was awake for several hours and his body was still in a healing process. He felt his eyelids get heavy by the time he went to sit on his bed, feeling it a bit strange.

"Yes, you will. You'll be sleeping very calmly and you'll be thanking me tomorrow."

"Thanking you? Cami, did you put something on my drink again?" His voice rose almost indignant.

"Sorry, I had no choice. I knew you wouldn't do this by yourself, so I asked Ingrid to give you something to help you sleep. That's all. You can yell at me tomorrow."

"Cami, I hate you…" Hiccup wasn't sad or mad at her, he wasn't even angry. At least not too angry. He didn't actually mean it, and he also knew she wasn't going to be upset by it. It was almost like a sibling thing. She smiled and said something like 'yeah, I know', however he barely heard her as he started to get even more sleepy.

The next day, as soon as the first sunrays started to pass the horizon, Camicazi was already awake with her Changewing. Both had already eaten breakfast and she was fastening the leathery saddle on Shimmer. The entire village was still fast asleep. All but one.

"What are you doing up so early?" Cami yelped, surprised and looked behind to find Bork's curious eyes. He was already awake, the morning shift patrols were usually his, and half of his Terrible Terrors pack was already around the village while the other half was using him as support.

"Bork, don't scare me like that! You've got light feet, you know!"

"Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you. But that means you're doing something you're not supposed to, doesn't it? You rarely get scared…" He said in a matter of fact tone, raising an eyebrow.

"Don't be stupid, Bork." She complained, crossing her arms. "I'm the second in command here, remember? I can make my own choices without asking permission."

"Yes, but does Hiccup know? Or Eret? Where are you going, by the way?"

"Hiccup doesn't need to know and I'm still mad at Eret. He's not the boss of me and I'm not speaking to him so soon."

"You can sure hold a grudge. Remind me not to get on your bad side, okay?"

"Good, then I won't have to say you'll be in trouble if you speak to anyone seeing me this morning."

"Again, where are you going?"

"To Outcast Island. I'm going on a scouting mission. Hiccup needs numbers and he can't go right now. Those dragons needs immediate help, so I'll go."

"Camicazi! This is beyond stupid!

"Of course not. It's brilliant. I'm a burglar and probably the stealthiest person on Drakheim and Shimmer can blend in with anything, which makes her almost invisible. The perfect pair for a mission like this. You'll see. We'll be back by tomorrow, no one will notice my absence unless you say something you shouldn't, but if you do, I'm going to take you on a flight with Shimmer, a very fast and dangerously maneuvered flight."

"It's not fair, you know I hate heights!"

"And that's just the beginning. I'm going and don't say anything stupid! Take care of Stormcloud for me, I'm only going with Shimmer because of her Changewing ability."

Bork reluctantly nodded, grabbing the purple Terrible Terror from her arms, the tiny dragon screeched in complaint, not really liking to be kept away from her human. Cami petted Stormcloud one more time before jumping on Shimmer and flying away.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 20<strong>

"Do you think it is something to worry about?" Sten asked Hiccup a few days later, the Strike Tribe leader had just return from the Bog Burglars.

"There's always something to worry about…"

"May I investigate it?"

"I thought you were working on a research project."

"I am. But Hall and Eira are helping me. In fact, they seem more exited to do the research thing than I am…" He answered "I like the testing and noting part a bit more…"

"I don't know, Sten. It might be dangerous…"

"You know I can handle myself. And Calder will be with me." Hiccup sighed thoughtfully for a moment.

"Okay, you can go, but take Sharpshot with you." He said lifting the tiny green and red dragon from his shoulder and handing him to the teen. "If there's anything, any problem at all, report to me through him and Toothless and I will be there. And if I don't receive anything, I'll go there before sundown anyway."

"Yes, sir." Sten said, getting Sharpshot and calling his Snafflefang. In just a few hours, he was landing again on the island he once lived.

Sten tried to ignore the awful feeling that always rushed in him when he looked at the wrecked remains of his old village.

He started walking into the forest near the village area with Calder right behind him and Sharpshot on his shoulder. Everything was very quiet and eerie. Sten spent a few hours looking around, finding nothing, but when he was about to give up, both dragons started to growl.

"What is it, guys?" he asked, looking around and ducked just in time to avoid being hit by an arrow.

Calder jumped in front of his human and growled menacingly while Sten drew his sword. From the direction the arrow came, he could see the shape of someone coming closer until it was revealed to be a girl. A very beautiful girl, in his opinion. She had piercing blue eyes and dark reddish hair, not too long, but it fell on her shoulders in a messy way. Her clothes seemed dirty and a bit worn out. But maybe what surprised him the most was that there was a yellow Terrible Terror on her right shoulder, and that arm was extended in his direction, holding a very sharp spear. He also noticed a quiver and a bow on her back and the arrow might have come from there.

"Who are you and what are you doing here?" She demanded.

"I should ask you the same thing."

"But I asked first."

Sten stepped forward, not letting go of the sword, and then the yellow dragon went to attack, screeching at him. That was when he dropped his weapon on the ground and raised his hands to show the dragon he was unarmed. Hiccup had taught him how to approach wild dragons and for these kind of things, he was a very good student. The dragon looked at him doubtfully until Sten assured he wasn't going to hurt him, slowly reaching his hand to pet him, both Calder and Sharpshot got in a ready position to protect him if needed. Sten finally managed to reach the yellow dragon in front of him and slowly petted him and instantly, he became very meek.

"How did you do that?" She was curious, but her voice was still demanding.

"I know how to deal with them. This dragon is mine and the other one is from a friend."

"Wait, so you're from that tribe that allied with dragons?"

"Yeah, I'm from the Strike Tribe. Dragons are our friends. Now, who are you?"

"I asked first."

"Fine." Sten huffed, "I'll tell you if you put down your weapons."

"Only if you do that too!" She replied.

"I already did. My sword is on the floor." He pointed at it, she looked and thought for a moment before sighing, supporting the not pointed end of the spear on the floor and putting the left hand on her hip, waiting for him to continue. He gulped and cleared his throat. "My name is Sten. This is Sharpshot and Calder."

"And why are you here?" he sighed wondering how bossy the girl was but continued.

"We came here a few days ago, we noticed someone was around recently so I volunteered to look around."

"And you know what happened to that village? Did you attack them?"

"It wasn't us. It was the Berserkers. It happened around 2 or 3 years ago. They destroyed everything and the few survivors, like me, joined the Strike Tribe."

"Oh… Okay, then." She mumbled and took the hand off of her hip to hold the spear as well, but not in a menacing way. "I'm sorry for that."

"Now, it's you turn. Who are you?"

"I'm…" She started but was cut off by a loud grown from above that was distinctly Night Fury. And soon the dragon revealed himself, landing next to Sten.

"Hiccup? What are you doing here? I didn't send Sharpshot back…"

"That's exactly why I'm here."

"Sorry, it's just that I had nothing to report until now. But it can't be that late, can it?"

"Half an hour before sun set." Hall said and his Hackatoo landed behind Sten, along with Eira and her dragon.

"Already?" He asked, confused, looking up but not managing to see much of the sky because of the tree tops.

"Who are you and what are you doing here?" The girl asked pointing the spear once again, Sten sighed.

Hiccup looked at and analyzed the girl. She seemed to be around Sten's age, only 15 and she was in a very defensive stance. If there was one thing Hiccup had learned over the years with the dragons was that sometimes, humans had similar behavior. Dealing with dragons was natural for him, something easy, and when a human was acting similar to a dragon, it was easy for him too.

He didn't need to know who the girl was or where she came from, or even what she had been through; he only needed to look at her and her defensive stance to know she was scared and fearful. The first thing he would do when dealing with a dragon was assuring its safety, showing it he was not a threat, and that was what he did with the girl.

He dismounted Toothless and petted his head to calm him down before he introduced himself and everyone to the girl. Hiccup made sure to always keep his hands where she could see, assuring her he meant no harm. He was relieved to see her slowly but surely getting calmer.

"So, you're the leader?" She asked to be sure.

"Yes I am. I know, I'm scrawny and weak looking and all, but yes, I am the chief of the Strike Tribe, believe it or not."

"Well, I was looking for you. I wanted to know more about you guys. I'm from the Meatheads, I've seen you once in a while on Market Day, but I never got the courage to speak to you. I want to be one of you."

"What about your parents or your tribe? And, may I know your name, first?"

The girl hesitated for a second and gulped.

"My name is Kari."

"It's a pretty name. Does this one have a name too?" Hiccup gestured to the yellow Terrible Terror.

"He's Erik."

"Okay, now that we all know each other and since it's getting dark, why don't we find ourselves a shelter for the night, shall we?"

"There's a cave, not far from here. I've been camping there for the past few weeks…"

They agreed and Hiccup asked Hall and Eira to get some wood to light a bonfire, it seemed that it was going to be a very cold night, as usual. They also came with nets of fish, they managed to get with the help of their dragons. They all gathered around a bonfire fired up by Toothless. Sten seemed to be very concerned for the girl and he wanted to get closer, curiously, but he respected her space.

The cave wasn't very big, but it was enough to hold all of them and the dragons without them being too cramped. Hiccup asked the girl to explain what happened with her and how she got there. It took her a while, but she finally managed to tell the whole story.

"I came from the Meatheads tribe, as I said. I lost my parents when I was little and I've been seen as an outcast since then. Never really fitting in. Maybe I never did, because I never thought about dragons being mean creatures. They were just defending themselves. But if I said that, then I'd be really ostracized. Then, one day, I found Erik. He was hurt and I treated him, hiding him from everyone. Since I knew about you, I wanted to know more about them, but if I asked in front of my village, they'd think I was insane. And you always came so fast, you usually went only where you needed, bought your items quickly and then you were gone…"

"Sorry, it's just that we know the majority don't like us being there…" Sten commented. Kari shrugged and went on.

"It doesn't matter anymore. I ran away. And then I found the Outcasts. Or they found me. They saw me with Erik and though I was from the Strike Tribe. They came after me, but we lost each other on a storm nearby. The ship I was using sustained too much damage, but I managed into get in this abandoned island…"

"So you've been here since then?" Sten asked and she nodded. "It must have been really lonely." He concluded and she nodded once again.

"It's settled then." Hiccup announced. "You'll come back with us to our island in the morning."

* * *

><p><strong>So, did you like it? Please let me know by reviewing! <strong>

**I'd love to read your thoughts on the story and/or what you're expecting for next chap! :D **

**And after that, you can check on my profile for other stories or go to my DA link and check it out! **

**Itban Fuyu **


	22. Something is Wrong

**Hey, guys! Here's another chap that Ladipretender got to edit so quickly! Thanks so much, girl! :D **

**I hope you'll all enjoy and check my profile for more stories or art in my DA after reviewing!**

* * *

><p><em>Previously, the Hooligan teens got to bond with their dragons and even named them as Hiccup thought up possibilities of how to save the tortured dragons in the Outcasts' hands. Noticing that Hiccup was way too restless, Cami gave him something to help him sleep while she decided to go to Outcast Island for a Scouting mission so they could rescue the dragons. <em>

**Chapter 21**

**Something is Wrong**

Hiccup slowly and lazily felt himself waking up. He yawned and stretched his arms and legs before deciding to sit up. He was feeling a lot better than before, his muscles felt relaxed and his head was light, it had been a while since he slept so well. He was feeling refreshed and invigorated. He hated to admit it, but all he needed was rest, a real peaceful and maybe long one, even his wound wasn't hurting as much as before.

"I took your stitches out last night. Please, try not to open the wound again." Ingrid's voice came from his right side and he turned to look at her.

"Thanks… What time is it, by the way?"

"Around noon. You slept through the whole night and morning. But it's okay, it was just as I expected with the herbs Camicazi gave you."

"I still can't believe she did that to me! Where is she? I wanna yell at her!"

"You say that, but you're feeling great, aren't you?"

"Yeah, I am better…"

"Well, I just patched you up again, the cut is looking good, and it seems like it's healing properly. But I haven't seen her since morning, I guess…"

"I'll find her eventually… Thanks, Ingrid. It's good to know at least someone recognizes that I'm not some useless moribund…"

"You're obviously not like that or you wouldn't be joking around." She chuckled and he rolled his eyes. "But I don't advise you to walk too much or fly for a while, you're still recovering, don't push yourself too hard. You're still young; you'll be in good shape in no time. And if you need help to sleep again, just ask. It was a good idea that Camicazi had. It helped you relax and sleep better. Now, excuse me, I have to go see other patients."

She announced and then left the house. Hiccup sighed, standing up from his boring bed and stretching his muscles slowly and lazily until he felt good to go, though he was still limping a bit. Toothless saw him leaving and quickly went after Hiccup, he was drifting off to sleep again out of boredom, but luckily, Stoick had brought him breakfast earlier.

Feeling their stomachs growl, both went to the Great Hall to get some food. The Hooligans, as usual, were there and his father was happy to see him up and managing to go down to the 'middle level' before he could check on him. Stoick had to keep reminding himself that his son was different, stronger and wiser now. Hiccup noticed the angry looks Astrid was giving him, but he didn't know why she was doing it.

He got Toothless a lot of fish and himself a plate with not as much as food a normal Viking would eat before sitting down at a table near the Hooligans, the same one as Bork, Eret, Hall and Sten. Camicazi would usually sit with them too, and sometimes Eira and Kari, but none of the girls were there.

"Has anybody seen the girls?"

"Eira and Kari already ate." Hall answered. "But I haven't seen Cami all day."

As soon as Astrid heard that name, she stood up and walked away, passing Hiccup without even looking at him.

"Thanks, Hall. Does anyone know why Astrid seems so mad at me?"

"You got me there, pal." Eret mumbled sadly, playing with the rest of the food on his plate with the right hand and supporting the weight of his head on the left. He sighed and shrugged. "Women, who could understand them?" The other men and boys at the table just nodded.

Hiccup finished his breakfast quickly and went outside with Toothless right behind him. He and his loyal dragon found her a bit away from there, in the woods, with Stormfly.

"Hi." He said awkwardly as he stepped closer. She just turned away with a grumpy face. He sighed, confused. "Hum… What did I do wrong? Why are you mad at me?"

"You know exactly what you did."

By then, he was starting to think he wasn't supposed to have kissed her. He tried not to be sad about it, he had made a choice and that was that. He just wanted, no, he needed to know what was wrong.

"No, I don't and if you don't tell me, I'll never know!"

She sighed angrily.

"Fine, then. How could you kiss me like that and then just dismiss me for that other girl. Camicazi, right? You like her, don't you? Why did you kiss me and make me get into you if you were into someone else? That's just mean! You're a jerk!"

"What?"

"Exactly what you've heard!"

"Wait, so… you like me?" She frowned and he cleared his throat. "I mean, yes, Cami is special to me, I can't lie to you-"

"See! I knew it!" She cut him off, but he just kept on going.

"But that doesn't mean I'm in love with her. She's more like a sister to me. You're the one I've been thinking about all these years."

"You… have?" Just then he realized what he said and shrugged, defeated.

"Yeah… Kinda always, actually…" He admitted, rubbing the back of his neck nervously.

"Oh… Thanks." She trailed off not managing to hide the huge grin on her lips.

"But I know it doesn't matter." He sighed heavily. "You'll go to back to Berk eventually and that's not my home anymore…"

"Hiccup, don't say it like that. Berk is _still_ your home. It doesn't matter how long you've been away or what your new friends are. Maybe not everyone will be willing to accept dragons at first, but that doesn't mean they never will. Besides, you said I could stay here for a while, right?"

"Right. Absolutely. But, it's just that…" She interrupted by kissing him softly on the lips.

"Shut up, Dragon Boy. For now let's just enjoy the moment, okay? Leave the tough decisions for another day. Carpe Diem." He sighed.

"I know you're right."

"Of course, I'm _always_ right." She said proudly and he just rolled his eyes.

"Hiccup! Hiccup!" Kari's voice hurriedly came in their direction, she had her loyal yellow Terrible Terror, Erik, on her left shoulder. "I'm sorry to interrupt, but Bork wants to see you, he said it was urgent."

Hiccup nodded and went after her as fast as he could. He soon found Bork with his pack of Terrible Terrors.

"What is it, Bork? Kari said you wanted to see me."

"Yes. Horrorcow spotted a ship on the horizon and Hall went to check it out. He said it was a single one, fairly small, only two men inside, it didn't seem to be from either the Berserker tribe or the Outcasts."

"Good. Let's just hope it's not going to be from another enemy tribe… Ask Garth to give up some space on the docks, the waters here are difficult to sail and they might want to take a rest. Then, I'll see about their intentions." Hiccup said, running his hands through his hair, a bit worried and already tired of the situation, all he could do was hope it was no one hostile.

It didn't take long until the boat was finally in sight and soon it was at the docks. Hiccup also asked everyone to keep the dragons on land for a while; so they wouldn't scare the guests until he was sure they were not a threat. Sure, two men in a small ship wouldn't be a menace, but if they went back to their tribe and it was a big or mean one, that'd be a problem.

It was in the middle of the afternoon when they finally docked. Hiccup walked, as much as he couldn't without limping, to the end of the docks, Toothless patiently waiting as close as he could without being seen. Bork followed right behind, curious, along with Sten and Garth so they might intimidate the unwanted guests a little, since their leader was so scrawny.

"Welcome to my island." Hiccup said crossing his arms, not in an angry way, but in an imposing one. He wasn't very scary anyway.

"Are you the chief around here?" One of them asked. He had a very bad attitude and seemed familiar to Hiccup, though he couldn't remember where he had seen him. The arrogant young man looked at him from head to toe and crossed his arms, Hiccup tried not to roll his eyes at that, the man seemed to have a worse temper than Snotlout. The other one was a bit taller and more imposing, elbowing the arrogant one without patience.

"I'm Thuggory. Son of Mogadon, chief of the Meatheads. I think we've met before, haven't we?"

"Indeed, we go to the Market Day once in a while. But I believe we haven't been formally introduced yet. My name is Hiccup, and I'm the chief of the Strike Tribe."

"Wait, you mean that freakish tribe that lives with dragons?" Hiccup frowned at that and Thuggory elbowed the arrogant man again.

"By the way, this is Dogsbreath. Don't mind him, he has no manners. But I'm curious, in fact. I thought you had dragons…"

"We have, they're just hiding so they wouldn't scare you."

"I'm not scared by some stupid flying reptiles!" This time, Thuggory smacked Dogsbreath's head from behind.

"Anyway, we were just looking for…" The son of the Meatheads' leader was saying before he spotted someone behind Hiccup. "Bork, is that you?"

"Yes…"

"We thought you were dead! But you're alive! Since when?"

Bork raised an eyebrow and looked from side to side not really sure how to respond until he finally managed to say in am unemotional tone. "Since I was born…"

"I can't believe it! Don't worry, we'll take you back."

"No, I'm fine here. I chose to be here. I ran away from that stupid survival test, so I couldn't go back anyway, remember? All the men who don't pass the test are not real Vikings and non-Vikings can't be a Meathead." Bork said matter-of-factly. "Should I ask you why you're here?"

"Oh, yes. We're looking for an orphan girl, from our tribe. Do you remember Kari? She's missing and my dad ordered me to find her…"

Hiccup and Bork exchanged looks.

"May I ask what do you want with her and what would you do if you found her?"

"Obviously, we're gonna take her home. Granted that she's still alive… We've been searching for her for around three months. Two on sailing, but we have stopped for a few days in different villages."

"And do you plan to take her by force, whether she wants to go or not?" Hiccup asked once again. Dogsbreath raised an eyebrow.

"You talk like you know something!"

"Maybe I do. But that's none of your business."

"You have her? Is she okay? Why would you kidnap an orphan girl?" Thuggory asked, confused.

"No one kidnapped her. She ran away because she wanted to. We just accepted her and her new dragon friend." Hiccup explained simply.

"Are you serious?"

" Of course. You can see it for yourself. In fact, you may stay for a while, since we go to the Meatheads on Market Day, I don't see a reason why not to show you a bit of hospitality. Besides, I know these waters are difficult to sail through, so you must be tired. But, leave your weapons on your ship; no one's attacking our dragons. And don't worry; they won't attack you unless you make a sudden move on them first."

They were tired, hungry and their supplies were getting to their end. There wasn't really much choice for them but to accept the generous offer. Both guests were taken to the Great Hall by Bork and sat at a table in the middle of it, by then, Hiccup told everyone it was safe to let the dragons appear and all of them seemed to just pop up out of nowhere.

Thuggory was mesmerized, but Dogsbreath was torn between being disgusted and annoyed. Both sat exhausted, looking about, people were just hanging around, walking and caring for the dragons as if they were pets. It was something neither of them could have expected in their craziest dreams.

"Dogsbreath, look around! This is just so wonderful. Can you believe it? Dragons and humans together and they're _not_ killing each other!"

"Yeah, yeah… When can we go?"

"Tomorrow, I hope. It's the middle of the afternoon and I don't want to sail in those waters again so soon, especially at night…" Thuggory said, then pointed to his right. "And look there, that boy is just feeding the dragon with his bare hands!"

Dogsbreath rolled his eyes. "Yeah, I'm waiting for it to bite his hand off, that'd be fun…"

Not too far away from the guests, Hiccup was observing them with an amused expression. Astrid came near him, staying silent for a moment until he spoke.

"He's taking it better than I imagined. Way better, in fact."

"He's Thuggory, what else could you expect from him, really?" She answered. "He's the sweet kind of guy who gets mesmerized by everything."

"Including you?" He asked with a raised eyebrow.

"I'm not saying anything."

"Astrid!" Thuggory's voice came nearer to them. "Oh, dear Odin has brought me to you once again."

"Excuse me?" Hiccup choked.

"Hi, Thuggory. Long time no see…"

"Yes indeed. Too long, actually."

"Okay!" Hiccup interrupted. "I heard you wanted to stay for the night, right? You're sleeping on you boat or here in the Great Hall. Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to go." He mentally added something like _so I can throw up a bit_, before he turned to leave, not forgetting to pull Astrid away from the crazy heir hitting on her.

"You're so cute when you're jealous…" She teased, grinning.

"Jealous? Of that cub? Never!" Hiccup blurted out. "And I'm not cute, you don't say that to a man!"

"It's okay. It is a good thing." Astrid said, kissing him on the cheek and he sighed, with a small smile lifting his lips.

The rest of the day passed uneventfully and even wishing he could help the dragons immediately, Hiccup managed to sleep through the night almost peacefully and without more medicine. It didn't occur to him that he hadn't seen Camicazi the whole day. He only realized it when he woke up the next day, once again feeling better than the past few weeks. He was finally feeling himself mostly recovered and he could even walk without limping anymore. Or he almost could.

Hiccup woke up early; he and Toothless went outside to greet the first light of the morning. Very few people were awake at this hour, but Bork and his pack of Terrors were some of them.

"Morning, Bork. You're up early."

"Good morning too. I'm usually up this hour since my Terrors and I start the morning patrol shift."

"I know, but I just thought it would be a little later."

"I like to see the sun rise. But you're very early too, even though you're not flying."

"Yeah, but thankfully I'm feeling better now. I'm already planning some stuff to free the dragons on Outcast Island, so as soon as I'm recovered enough, we'll go."

"And do you think I could help somehow?" Bork asked. "I mean, I know I don't fight or fly, but if there's something I can do…"

"Thanks, I think you'll be able to do some of the stuff I'm planning, but I'll get into the details later." He stopped talking when a bright red dot caught his attention over the horizon; soon he recognized it as a Changewing. "Is that Shimmer?"

He asked finding it strange to see the dragon without her human, Bork shrugged, seeing nothing but a red blur until it was close enough to land in front of them, crooning sadly. Bork gulped and Stormcloud appeared from behind him, crawling up his back to his shoulder, crooning at the red dragon.

"Shimmer, where's Cami?" More sorrowful, exhausted croons, "She was with you, wasn't she? Did something happen to her?" More sad croons came from the dragon's throat and she lowered her head. "She's in trouble, isn't she?" Hiccup asked but he didn't need to, he already knew the answer. Shimmer would never leave Cami unless it was the only choice she had to help her human, or if Camicazi sent her away. Then, Hiccup looked at Bork, his face was white and his eyes were wide. "Bork…" He called in a very serious tone, one eyebrow raised.

"Y-yes?"

"You know something about this, don't you? Where is Cami? I didn't see her at all, yesterday."

"I'm sorry, it's not my fault! She asked me not to tell anyone and even threatened me…"

"Bork!" Hiccup said in a scolding voice, "You know something is bound to go wrong when you ask the person not to talk! And you know she wouldn't really hurt you, I wouldn't let her. Now, where is she?" Bork gulped again looking to the sides in a nervous way. Hiccup's heart sank. "Don't tell me she went after the Outcasts. Please don't say it."

"She said she was going for a scouting mission… You know where…"

"Bork! You should have told me this before! The moment she was hopping onto Shimmer, so I could stop her from this madness!"

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to, and she is so stealthy and she can handle herself pretty well, so I thought she'd be back soon…"

"Wait, what? She's… where?" Eret's voice came from nowhere. He knew the answer, he just couldn't believe it. "I have to go after her! Windwalker!" Eret called his Thunderdrum and the green dragon quickly came, but before he could jump onto him, Hiccup grabbed his arm.

"You're not going!"

"What! We need to help her, for crying out loud! She must be in serious trouble and stranded there without Shimmer!"

"I'm not saying we won't help her, but she is right. We need a plan to save the dragons and now her as well." He reasoned, "She was right when she told me we just couldn't barge in and take the dragons from there; we need a really clever plan that will have to work out. But if you go right now, you're gonna be nothing more than a huge headache for me to handle. I need you here now so I can think of something for you to do to help her. Besides, if you try to go again, Toothless will stop Windwalker from flying."

And Eret knew Toothless could do that, not only because he was a Night Fury, thus very powerful, even without flying, but also because all the dragons kind of respected Toothless, maybe because they knew he had killed the queen with Hiccup. No one knew the exact reason; all they knew was that the black dragon was revered by the others.

Reluctantly, Eret nodded sadly. Hiccup turned to his scrawny friend once again.

"Bork, announce an emergency meeting in the Great Hall in one hour. I want everyone there. Except the little children and their mothers. I want everyone, including our guests."

"So, Thuggory and Dogsbreath too?"

"Yes."

"Ok." Bork agreed and walked away to do what he was told.

Hiccup went back to his house to grab the maps and papers he used to sketch his plans. He was feeling very bad now, not physically speaking, his wound barely hurt anymore, but he was beyond upset about it.

He knew Camicazi was a bit crazy, she had always been. But to do something like this was crossing the line between courage and stupidity. And that wasn't like Cami at all. Despite being a bit crazy, she had always been a smart girl. Not the kind of smart Hiccup or Bork was, but the kind of smart that usually thought things through before acting.

He was gathering all his stuff when a knock hit his door and Astrid came in, grinning.

"Hey, guess what? Stormfly and I were flying and we found Snotlout and Heather up too, she was helping him, almost like she was giving him flying lessons, though on separate dragons. It was so funny… hum… what's wrong?" She asked noticing the sad expression on his face. He sighed heavily.

"It's Cami. Apparently, she went out for a scouting mission on Outcast Island and only Shimmer returned…"

"Does that mean…" She started but was cut off by him.

"Yes. She's there and I bet they have her or else Shimmer would have stayed with her. I'm going to have to change plans. There's no time to advise a long, well thought out plan. We need to do something immediately."

"What about what you told me? You wanted to explore there before attacking, right?"

"We don't have time for it anymore. Alvin is mean and he wants something from me and he might use her and maybe even hurt her to get what he wants. The longer she stays there, the higher probability is that he might do something to her. I can't let that happen, I promised Bertha I'd protect her. And I would even without promising because she's like a sister to me…"

He said more to himself than to her, running a nervous hand though his auburn hair. Astrid had never seen him so lost and defeated, even when he lived on Berk. Maybe because he was used to being disappointed for never being who everyone wanted him to be. Now it was different. He was a powerful chief who clearly didn't really know what to do to protect someone he cared about.

"So… what is the plan?" She pushed, knowing he needed someone to help and guide him to tranquility. On the outside, he seemed fairly calm and certain, but she knew underneath that mask of serenity was hiding a young man on the edge of despair.

"I don't know yet… I've set up a meeting in the Great Hall, but I don't know what to say…"

"Then let's start from the beginning."

"Yeah… I guess so… Come on, people are probably already getting there."

Soon, everyone was in the Great Hall, wondering what was going on and the reason for the unexpected meeting when Hiccup stepped on the table he used to sit at so he could be seen by all the villagers, in the middle of the hall. They looked at him anxiously as he cleared his throat. He didn't really like to give speeches or be the center of attention, but he always did when he had to.

"I bet you're all wondering why I called this meeting. I think by now everyone knows about the Outcasts. Maybe only Thuggory and Dogsbreath aren't aware of it, but they're collecting and torturing dragons to do what Alvin wants to so he can conquer the whole archipelago. We want to stop them and free the dragons. But unfortunately, from what we've learned, Camicazi was taken by them, so we'll have to cut our preparations short."

"And why should we help you?" Dogsbreath asked, huffing.

"I was actually hoping you'd ask that." Hiccup said with an impatient grin, "The truth is that, if the Outcasts manage to control the dragons as Alvin wants, nothing will stop him from destroying everything, including your own village. Is that what you want?"

"No…" He replied in a small voice.

"Good. Besides, we'll be willing to sign a peace treaty with the Meatheads. Sometimes we go for Market Day and you know there's never been a problem with our dragons attacking or making a mess. Maybe we could even teach you how to deal with them. What do you say?"

"No way in hell!" Dogsbreath blurted out, crossing his arms in a very infantile way before Thuggory elbowed him again.

"He meant me. You don't have a say in it." Thuggory scolded him and then yelled so everyone could hear him, "We're in!" Grinning, he turned to Dogsbreath again, "Besides, it seems so thrilling, don't you think?"

"Great." Hiccup continued. "Now, for the rest of the preparations, we're gonna need ships. Lots and lots of ships to transport the dragons…"

"Dragons fly, they don't need ships!" Dogsbreath interrupted once again. Hiccup sighed, mentally counting to ten. This rude, annoying guy was getting on his nerves worse than even Snotlout could.

"We don't know if they'll be healthy enough to fly or not, so we need to be prepared." He explained, "Dad, how many ships we can get from the Hooligans?"

"About 20."

"Garth, how many do we have?"

"Five."

"Okay, then with the one from Thuggory we'll have 26, tops. Let's hope it will be enough." Hiccup said. "And we're gonna need two teams. One that will stay on the boats, or near them, and another to attack the Outcasts and free the dragons. I'll divide you and we'll be leaving tonight."

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 21<strong>

Hall and Eira were sitting on the edge of the 'upper level' of the village, days after returning. Their dragons were with them and they could see the whole village from where they were. The cool breeze was blowing softly but the sunlight warmed up their skin.

"Hey, Eira, don't you think Sten is spending much too time with that girl, Kari?" he asked and she shrugged, not giving it too much importance.

"I guess so, but that's normal, right? He volunteered to show her around and he is helping her build a new house."

"I know, it's just… I'm worried."

"About what, Hall?"

"We don't know anything about that girl. And the little we have learned, we don't know if any of it is true or not. What if she's another Heather? I mean no offense to her, I like her and Heidi and their parents, but she was deceiving us and she almost got Hiccup killed."

"I guess you're right…"

"And she did mention the Outcasts, what if they got them and ordered her to say something like that so we wouldn't be suspicious? I don't know, I just think we should take care before just trusting her…"

"Did you talk to Sten about it?"

Hall sighed sadly. "Yeah, but he didn't listen and we ended up arguing… He hasn't spoken to me since yesterday around noon…"

"Wow, that's really unusual for you two…" Eira pointed out.

Since they lost their old tribe, all of them had changed. There were bullies from the tribe that survived that used to torment both Sten and Hall, however, when they came to the Strike Tribe, none of them kept mistreating them; they didn't really speak with them or anything, but when someone lost almost everyone from their community, they tended to stay united with the ones that are left.

And since Sten and Hall were already good friends, they naturally became closer, like family. And if Sten wasn't speaking to Hall and ignoring him for a while, it was bad news. Both were as stubborn as any other Viking and they probably wouldn't speak again so soon.

"Why don't you talk to Hiccup about it?"

"I don't want to bother him with my personal problems…" He said, running his fingers through his hair and she laughed sadly.

"I meant your worries. They're very important and you might be right. He should know about that. I really like Hiccup, he's a great leader, one of the best I've ever seen, which is not too big of a deal, since I haven't seen many, but sometimes, he's a bit too trusting and naïve… Maybe he just didn't think about that."

"Yeah, you're right. Thanks Eira. You're the best." Without thinking, he kissed the shy girl's cheek and stood up in a blink of an eye, walking with quick steps to the forge, where he found Hiccup.

The chief was reviewing his designs and improving them, and it was a few tweaks on the new tail fin he was planning when Hall entered. Hiccup glanced at him to know who it was and then looked down at the drawings again. There were two tables in the forge, one for Hall and one for Hiccup, though the younger's one was a little smaller, he didn't need that much space, he didn't have as much as stuff as Hiccup did.

"Hi." The man greeted and Hall sat on his own stool. "Hi. May I talk to you for a minute?"

"Sure. Is something going on?"

"Yes and no."

Hiccup chuckled and left the charcoal on the table to turn and look at him with a playful smile. "Care to explain?"

Hal sighed. "It's that new girl…"

"Kari?"

"Yes."

"What about her?"

"Are you sure we can trust her? I mean, remember the Heather thing? Thankfully it was nothing serious, but could have ended so much worse." Hall explained. "I'm just not sure she's trustworthy yet. Why should we believe anything she's told us? I want to make sure we're not being deceived again…"

"I understand, Hall. And you're right, don't feel bad about doubting. But try to be a little bit understanding too, she's suffered a lot and lost important people."

"But how can we know if it's true. She could be lying. She could be very mean."

"I don't think so… But then again, I let myself get caught…" He mumbled more to himself before he turned back to Hall. "Are you sure you're not just jealous that Sten is spending so much time with Kari?"

"Jealous? Hiccup, I like girls. You know it. I told you I like one specific girl, to be more accurate…" Hall blushed, looking around and feeling embarrassed.

"There are a lot of types of jealousy, it doesn't mean you like him. For example, Stormcloud was Cami's first dragon and when she got Shimmer, Stormcloud, became jealous, it doesn't mean she loved Cami. It's a possessive thing. He's a close friend and her presence changed a lot of things." Hall crossed his arms stubbornly, not giving his point up. By then, Bork was approaching the forge. "Ok, then. She said she was from the Meatheads, right?"

"Right"

"And tomorrow will be Market Day, correct?" Hall nodded in response. "So, I was planning on going tomorrow to by a small chest so I can try to organize all these papers, but if you want, you can go in my place and try to find out something about the girl. All the information you can get. If she's not lying about those things, then maybe she's not lying about the Outcasts part either. Though I obviously wouldn't send you to their island to get information…"

"Really? Would you let me do something so important?"

"Sure. There are a few things I want you to do, though."

"Like what?"

"Don't ask directly about her, don't say her name and don't tell them she's with us. It might be a problem if they think we've kidnapped her or something. The last thing we want is a reason for them to start a war. We also don't know if they'd want her back, her wanting it or not, and I won't have a choice but to return her. Don't try to fight with anyone and leave Freya in a safe place."

"Right, sir. I'll be leaving in the morning, then." Hall announced passing by Bork on the way out. The scrawny teen looked confusedly at Hiccup as soon as the boy was out of sight, Hall was a fast runner.

"He doesn't have to go to the Meathead's to know that, I was from there, I could answer…"

"I know that. You know that. But I guess Hall doesn't. By the way, I forgot to ask you before, was there an orphan girl named Kari?"

"Yes, she was already orphan when I left. But she was living with a grandfather; he was already very old, though…"

"But she didn't speak to you when she saw you before."

"Of course not. We weren't close and she was going through a rough period, she had just lost her parents in a raid. Besides, she was young, only around 9 or so. I don't see a reason why she'd remember me. I think sometimes she looks at me like I'm familiar, but she's not sure…" Bork shrugged. "Anyway I was probably considered dead since I ran away with you during that stupid survival test my old tribe did."

"Good to know, but anyhow, I need updated information. The only thing that I was suspicious about was when she said she never thought of dragons as evil creatures when she lost her family because of them. Usually people blame the dragons…"

"I don't remember the details but it could have been that it wasn't the dragons that attacked them directly. Or that they themselves didn't really believe that and told her they weren't that bad. It could have been many things. And, if I'm not mistaken, you told me that your mother was against the dragon killing practice…"

"That's what I heard."

"It's rare, but there are people who think differently. Sten's parents were pacifists too, right?"

"Yes… Now we can only wait for what Hall finds out." Hiccup said and Bork nodded. "And I also needed him to go so he could get what I wanted, I was going tomorrow, but now, I'll have the day to work on Toothless's new tail." He admitted, chuckling and Bork rolled his eyes playfully.

* * *

><p><strong>So, it was a very important chap! How many of you thought Cami would get in trouble? Raise your hands! lol. <strong>

**Well, I guess it was quite obvious, right? But what do you think it's gonna happen next? Please tell me on a review, I love reading them! Feedback is important! :D **

_**Itban Fuyu **_


	23. To the Rescue

**I'm so sorry it took so long to be updated! I was a bit busy and then my beta, Ladipretender, got sick, but even so, she managed to edit this as fast and as best as she could! Thanks so much, girl! :D **

**Anyway, here is chap 22 and the story is coming to an end, next one will be the last, just so you know... Yeah, I know, it was good, but all good things come to an end... Anyway, I hope you'll like it and please review to let an author happy! :D**

**I'm so happy with all the reviews, favorites and followers this story is getting! You all make mess happy! Please continue doing it! All this support is so important to me! **

**Oh, and for the last time, for those who keep whining about the flashbacks, please stop doing it. They're there for a _reason_ and they're sticking until the last chap, only the prologue and the epilogue won't have flashbacks. If you don't like it, then just don't read it, but, as Ladipretender said on a review (and I agree), not reading them is like tearing a page of a book in half, the story wouldn't be complete without them and if you read it at least a little bit carefully, you'll see how important they truly are. **

* * *

><p><em>Previously, Hiccup finds out Cami went to Outcast Island, but only Shimmer returned. Fearing what could have happened to her, Hiccup decides to go at once to save her and all the tortured dragons. <em>

**Chapter 22**

**To The Rescue**

Since Drakheim was a very far away land, Hiccup decided they needed to go to a closer place so they could attack the Outcasts, because even if the boats were pulled by more than one dragon, it still took them a while to get to their destination. So he chose to stay on Berk for the night and attack the Outcasts at dawn. The Hooligans obviously didn't like that, but the Strike Tribe stayed far and kept their dragons under control. Despite that, few Hooligans slept well that night.

Even though Stoick had told everyone Hiccup was indeed still alive when he went back for a few days, it was hard to believe it until they saw the now 20-year-old man walking around with nothing less than a Night Fury right behind anywhere he'd go. Very few Hooligans decided to help them, since they were still too reluctant, but the thought of being attacked by the Outcasts with dragons was a lot more frightening.

There wasn't time to talk with the Meatheads, so they had to deal with what they had. A couple of hours before dawn they departed from Berk, dragons pulling all the ships so they could get there faster. When they were close enough, the group that stayed on the boats hid behind sea stacks and waited for the right moment to act.

The group on the ships wasn't too big; it consisted of people that usually didn't have dragons to fly or possessed fewer fighting skills. Thuggory and Dogsbreath were on this team, along with the few willing Hooligans, Gobber, Heather, Bork, Kari, Eira and some other younglings from the Strike Tribe. Kari still didn't have a riding dragon, but she wanted to fight, Eira, on the other hand, had a riding dragon, however she didn't really like to fight and wasn't very good at it anyway. Besides, she might be better at soothing the wild dragons than risking herself directly against the Outcasts.

"One last review!" Hiccup yelled over the wind howling in his ears because of the fast speed they were flying, getting closer and closer to Outcast Island. The morning sunlight was beginning to show, the perfect moment to catch the enemy by surprise. "Eret and Sten, you try to sneak in, find Cami and start freeing all the dragons. Let's hope the chaos will be enough so all of us can start freeing them…"

"Son, are you sure this is gonna work?"

"No, but we don't have another choice, so it has to…"

As they grew closer, an Outcast sentinel managed to warn everyone just in time. Much sooner than Hiccup expected or wished, the Outcasts were already up and ready to fight. By then, Eret and Sten had vanished from their sight.

Dragons were imposing and people riding them ready for battle had the tendency of scaring the enemy away, so even though the Outcasts were a bit reluctant to fight them, they'd not yield easily.

As they flew closer, for the first time, Hiccup really got a good look of the island. He had flown over to map it, but it was too far away to see any details, thus he had never really noticed before the great arena the Outcasts had. It was like the one the Hooligans had on Berk, with the web-like iron net on top, however, this one was at least three times bigger, wider and deeper. It could only mean one thing, they probably had a lot of dragons and used that arena to try train them.

As he realized that, Hiccup gulped just imagining they would have enough time to free them while they started the massive distraction they were causing with the dragons. Besides, Alvin might soon realize it was only a distraction. Alvin wasn't the brightest Viking or Outcast there was, but he wasn't stupid either.

Hiccup knew a change in the strategy was necessary. But what could he do? What could be done in the heat of the moment? What could be the best way to distract and destroy the enemy at the same time? _From inside out _was the first thing that crossed his mind. But how? Looking at the dragons fire from the skies and even some arrows fly down onto the Outcasts while they threw bolas, nets, arrows and them, Hiccup had a very crazy, dangerous and clever idea.

Now he only needed to tell his friends his new plan, but he couldn't really do it in the middle of the attack, so he had to improvise.

Hiccup grabbed his sketchbook out of a compartment of Toothless's saddle and opened to the last page. With difficultly while Toothless was gliding, he managed to write, with unusually poor calligraphy, what he needed and closed it. Maneuvering the pedal, he positioned his dragon by Stormfly's side and called for her rider.

"Astrid!" he threw her the book, she grabbed it in midair and looked at him, puzzled. "Open to the last page when you find Cami and the others."

"Okay, but why? What are you going to do?"

"No time to explain, just do it." He said just before Toothless shifted his body to the side to do a tight turn and blast another catapult, destroying it completely with the perfect aim of a Night Fury.

Hiccup leaned and petted the black scaled neck, getting the dragon's attention. "Bud, let's fly very low, okay?" Toothless crooned in objection, it was obviously a bad idea, the Outcasts were on the ground and they could easily hit them with arrows, rocks, bolas or nets if they were too close. "Do you trust me?"

Toothless crooned again, this time, it was a different kind of it, this time it was more assertive than objecting. Hiccup smiled at it. Toothless started flying up very high and very fast to make a loop in the air before falling at an absurdly fast speed, blasting more catapults on the way.

He did it a few times, flying rapidly and low, both dragon and rider almost got hit in some cases by arrows before they were taken down by a bola that wrapped itself around Toothless's tail fin, sending the two to the ground. Because of momentum, Hiccup ended up flying off of Toothless and was sent a few inches forward, landing right in front of Alvin's feet. Before he had enough time to look up, nets were thrown on him and Toothless, and the dragon was pinned down to the floor by about a dozen Outcasts.

"Look what we have here…" Alvin's eerie voice spoke up. "The dragon conqueror and his Night Fury, finally arrived…" Toothless huffed angrily under the pile of Outcasts.

"Where is she? Where is Camicazi?" Hiccup demanded, ignoring him.

When the Strike Tribe and the Hooligans in the air saw he had fallen, quickly went down to try and protect them, but the only way they could do it was by circling them and being vulnerable at the same time. They adopted a fighting stance, waiting for the right moment to attack, the Hooligans had swords and axes and they were ready to jump off their dragons, the Strike Tribe was ready too, but they weren't looking like they'd come off of the dragons so soon, they were used to fighting on them.

"You don't ask questions around here, Boy." He said in a mocking tone and gestured for the Outcasts to imprison the others, they quickly complied by throwing nets. Some tried to fight, but it was futile.

"Stop!" Hiccup yelled, standing up and throwing the net off of him with difficulty. "Leave them alone, it's me that you want!"

"I can't really do that, can I? They're all my prisoners, as well as you and you are going to train my dragons for me."

"I'm never gonna train them for you or teach you how to do it!"

"You don't have another choice, Boy. I have you, your dragon _and_ your allies. If you don't do it, they'll pay."

Hiccup gulped and looked around, apparently nervous, before looking back at Alvin defiantly.

"Okay, then. I have a proposal for you. I'll deal with your worst dragon, I'll show every one of you how to train them _if_ you let us all go after it. You can even lock them in your cells while I do this, but I'll only do it once, so everyone has to be there to see it."

Alvin smiled, victorious, and graced his companions with a treacherous look. By then, almost every Hooligan and Strike Tribe member were exchanging confused looks, Hall was one of the few who really knew Hiccup and he understood he was doing this on purpose, he just didn't yet know why. It was obvious Alvin wouldn't let them go once he got what he wanted; he wasn't called The Treacherous out of nothing, after all.

"Okay, you got yourself a deal, Boy. Chain them down, lads. We're gonna see a real show in a few minutes. By the way, Boy, I'll set you free if you survive in the arena. But I already lost some of my best men in there."

"Well, I guess they just didn't have what it takes." He said confidently.

"Wait! I will go too!" boomed Stoick. The truth was that he feared for Hiccup's life, if those dragons were nearly as powerful and mad than the ones he fought on Berk, he was sure his son wouldn't stand a chance. They were merciless and utterly strong, Stoic himself had difficulty in fight them, his son alone wouldn't last one minute. "He's just a scrawny boy, he'll last longer with me joining along. You wouldn't want the party over so soon, would you?" He asked Alvin.

"What? Dad, no!" He whispered, huffing at his father, but Alvin heard it and it was obvious he'd do the exact opposite of what the dragon conqueror wanted.

"Yes, I guess it would be more fun like that. I'll even let you go in with your weapons against three of our most stubborn dragons." There was a devious smile on his lips.

Hiccup face-palmed, a bit frustrated, and sighed worriedly. He was not expecting this at all. The Outcasts wrapped the dragons in chains and tied all the Hooligan's, as well as the people of the Strike Tribe, hands behind their backs and took them to the cells. But before they were apart, Astrid managed to get close enough to ask Hiccup without being noticed, "How is this a plan?"

"Just play along." He said as he discreetly reached to release the ropes around her wrists. Not enough to make them fall, but enough to make it easy for her to be free. "Hall has the rest you're gonna need. Free the dragons and run, don't worry about me."

"But-" She tried to say, only to be cut off when an Outcast pushed her toward the dungeon entrance.

Astrid turned to look at him worriedly while Alvin was pushing him and his father to the other side. Neither Hiccup nor Stoick had their wrists tied; they were about to be part of a huge 'show' in a few minutes. From afar, she heard Alvin ask them what weapons they'd use, Stoic answered the axe in his hands and Hiccup answered he wouldn't use anything. That was all she caught before she entered the dungeon with everyone else.

Their dragons were each thrown into separate cells and the humans were stuffed in one, without much space. "What the hell was that? What does Hiccup have in that stupid brain of his? He just locked us all up!" Snotlout complained as soon as the Outcasts guards were off. They had passed by a few cells, some were empty and others had sad, chained down dragons in them.

"He didn't do this for nothing." Hall said without hesitation. He knew his chief very well and trusted him; he just didn't know what his plan was… "I know he was planning something. And he is risking himself so Alvin wouldn't hurt any of us."

"Okay, then, but what are we gonna do now?" Ruffnut asked, shrugging. Hall gulped without knowing what to respond when Astrid untied herself and threw the rope on the ground.

"We need to find Camicazi, Eret and Sten, then the phase two will begin, but we need to do that fast." Astrid said.

"And, how do you know that?" This time, it was Tuffnut who asked.

"Because he gave me this notebook and told me to open it after finding them, so that's what we're gonna do." She informed them while she helped Hall untie his ropes and then moved to help someone else. Meanwhile, Hall grabbed a picking set he decided to carry for just such an emergency and started to unlock the cell door. Soon, they were all untied and were freeing their dragons.

"Okay, but where are we going to find them?" Fishlegs asked.

"We know they're probably somewhere inside the dungeons, right? So let's look around, we'll free all the other dragons after." Astrid said as she took leadership and started walking down the dungeon with Stormfly following close behind and soon being followed by the others.

In the meantime, Eret and Sten were looking for Camicazi inside the dungeons, they passed a lot of cells with dragons inside, they were usually, chained down, their mouths closed shut by leather nose bands and underfed, the majority had a lot of scars over their scaly bodies. But they needed to find the girl first; she was priority at the moment.

The dungeon was a giant maze of cells, it was like it never ended, it took them a very long time to finally reach a region of it that had empty cells and when Eret was about to freak out, thinking she wasn't inside when finally she came into sight, lying on the ground inside of a cell.

"Cami!" Eret almost yelled as he made a quick and short run to stop in front of the cell door.

Sten came right behind and got his own pick set out, he was good at it, so it only took him a few seconds to open the lock and Eret rushed inside. Camicazi was lying with her back to the door, so all he could see was her legs, her back and her hair all over the dirty floor, he got close enough and noticed she wasn't sleeping, she was unconscious.

Eret slowly rolled her so she would face up so he could see if she was hurt. There was a small bruise on her head, probably what had knocked her unconscious, but luckily, he didn't see any other injuries, she still had all of her clothes in the same place. He slowly and gently pushed the strands of strawberry blond hair off of her face, causing her eyelids to flutter open.

She was a bit shocked at first, but when she realized it was Eret and not another Outcast or Alvin, she sighed in relief and wrapped her arms around his neck, forgetting, for the moment, that she was ever mad at him. More than anything, she was just relieved to see a familiar face.

"It's okay, you're gonna be fine." Eret reassured when he noticed she was trembling a bit. "Let's get out of here."

"Wait! It's a trap. Alvin knew Hiccup would come here to rescue me, he wants to throw him into the arena with dragons and so he'll only have two options, die or train them."

"Don't worry, they are distracting the Outcasts. Now that you're safe, we can start freeing all the dragons." Eret said and she nodded in agreement, but explaining they'd have to be patient with the dragons because from what she saw, they were all on edge, ready to attack at any minute.

The three of them started unlocking the cages one by one. The reaction of each dragon was very different, some would practically ignore them, even when they stripped off the leather nose band, others would start licking them as soon as they realized they were being kind enough to unchain their wings carefully, so as not to hurt, and some were so angry and mad that would attack them, only being stopped by Windwalker and Calder.

They were making good progress, until they heard footsteps. A lot of footsteps. Eret and Sten grabbed their swords and got in a ready fighting stance, Cami didn't have a weapon and even if she did, she was too weak to fight, since the Outcasts didn't give her anything to eat while she was there.

Windwalker and Calder were the first ones to get calmer, the humans only discovered why when they saw the Strike Tribe and the Hooligans approaching, being followed by Astrid and Stormfly. The blue Nadder was sniffing the air as if she was searching for them, she was, after all a Tracking Class dragon.

"Finally we found you!" Hall commented happily.

"What are you doing here? You're supposed to be up there distracting." Sten pointed out confused.

"Change of plans." Astrid informed him as she grabbed the sketchbook Hiccup had given her and opened on the last page as he had directed her to.

There she saw with a very poor calligraphy what she assumed was a 'phase 2' of his plan. She knew he actually had quite beautiful handwriting for a Viking, but she noticed he had written that in a moving situation, probably gliding on Toothless. **'I'll distract as long as I can. Free all the dragons and escape without being noticed. Don't come for me, I'll find a way out. If Toothless is with you, take him, don't let him come after me.'** Astrid had to read it two times before she really understood, since it was very hard to make out. Someone asked what it said and she quickly explained.

"So he is there, in the arena?" Camicazi asked and Astrid nodded, worried, wondering what Hiccup had in mind. "But that's what Alvin wanted all along. He can't be there!"

"Cami, we all know Hiccup very well." Hall spoke up in a reassuring tone. "He must have some sort of plan figured out and even if he doesn't, he'll find a way. Now, he's counting on us to free the dragons and we don't know what he is doing to stall the Outcasts, but I'd guess everyone is there, because we haven't found one single guard down here, so we better free the dragons and fast while he can keep stalling them, if one of them spots us, it will be a very big problem."

"You're right. Let's do this and let's do this fast." Astrid announced and they started again just like the three were doing a few minutes before, going as fast and as silent as they could. Since they were a lot of people, they were managing to free dragons quite fast.

Oblivious to the Strike Tribe and the Hooligans, Hiccup and Stoick were at the entrance of the great arena, being pulled into it before the iron gates trapped them inside, being closed with a chained-metal sound. They walked over the uneven ground, different from Berk's arena, there were tall rocks and small crevices all around, but it was hard to tell if it was originally like that or if dragons did it trying to escape. It was difficult to walk around, but the bright side of it was that there were places to hide if needed, and Hiccup knew it would be necessary.

Hiccup looked at their surroundings, studying the holes of the metal net over the arena for weaknesses, searching for a way to escape. All the Outcasts were up there, watching and cheering excitedly, but he knew they weren't cheering for him and Stoick. His father huffed angrily beside him and tightened the grip on his axe.

"Stay behind me, son. Don't worry, I'll get us out of here."

Hiccup sighed letting his shoulders fall. "No, Dad. You weren't supposed to come here, I can take care of myself, thank you very much." As usual when his father looked down upon him, there was a sarcastic tone in his voice. But he didn't have time to say anything else as the sound of metal chain moving coming from three directions interrupted them. One in the front and the other two from the sides. They were opening the gates for the dragons to come in.

There was a Timberjack, a Whispering Death and a Monstrous Nightmare. The dragons started sniffing the air, noticing their presence and crawling over in their direction. They moved slowly, as if they were getting ready to jump on them to attack and they were hissing angrily, Hiccup could tell they were furious.

"Nonsense, Hiccup. I'll protect you. You didn't see those dragons, they are powerful and mad. They'd kill you on sight."

Hiccup felt a little insecure for a second or two. He didn't expect his dad to go along with him with that awfully big and unnecessary axe. He knew Stoick was only trying to protect him and the feeling of being around his father was kind of weird. He knew what he was doing, he'd lived around dragons for years and he knew he was right. But the remembrance of feeling so little and insecure near the great Stoick the Vast made him a bit hazy.

That was when he made up his mind. He wasn't that little, frail and useless kid anymore. He'd grown out of that. The change was necessary and he knew he was the only one that could do it. More than 300 years of fighting between men and dragons. And it was time to be over.

"Dad, please, just do what I say, I know what I'm doing!"

"But they are wild and very dangerous dragons, Hiccup!"

"I'm asking you to trust me. Please just _trust_ me, Dad"

Stoick felt as if his heart was falling to the ground. It was hard for him. He had not only grown up seeing dragons as mindless beasts, he was also used to seeing Hiccup as that little frail boy who couldn't do anything. And, until not long ago, Stoick had believed his son was dead because he saw him as incapable of fighting or being a Viking, incapable of defending himself and desperately needing protection.

It was hard for Stoick to realize his son was not that kid anymore. He still wanted to protect him, to shelter him from all harm just like any father would want to do for theirs son. But deep down, he knew it was not what Hiccup needed.

"Okay, then, Son. What do we do now?"

"Let them be mad."

"WHAT?!" He yelled, "Are you crazy? They're dragons!"

"I know. I didn't say make them mad. I sad _let them be mad_." Hiccup explained. "They're angry because they've been tortured by that stupid bastard. They just need to let it out and calm down. Then, we'll be able to interact with them."

"And what can we do until they calm down?"

"Try not to get burned or bitten or scratched." Hiccup answered, stepping back as he saw the dragons getting closer and closer, their nostrils huffing infuriated.

"I was afraid you'd say that…"

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 22<strong>

The next day, even before the first sunray shone over the horizon, Hall was already awake and preparing Freya to go. The Meathead's tribe wasn't so far, but he needed to go very soon if he wanted to come back in the same day, or else he might have to camp in the middle of the way back, he knew a lot of the surroundings, but flying at night was something difficult that he didn't like to do alone. Hiccup and Toothless, on the other hand, had no trouble in navigating in any time of the day or night.

Hall and Freya got there just before noon, both starving. He gave her some raw and salty fish he packed before leaving and told her he'd get a basket full of fish on the way out. He also got himself some bread and cheese that he had left in his house and ate before he went to the village.

Hall hid Freya and entered the village without being noticed, and that's what he did. They already knew the relationship between the dragons and the Strike Tribe, though they tried never to appear with their dragons, so it wouldn't scare the villagers or anything. The most they did was appear with a Terrible Terror in tow. The Meatheads didn't expel them or anything because there had never been a problem between them, but people usually withdrew when they recognized them belonging to the Strike Tribe.

Since Hall didn't show up very often and he was without a dragon, few people realized where he came from. He was quiet and tried to remain unseen, just listening in on the conversations, butting in only when he felt it was needed. And he was succeeding.

He heard rumors about an orphan girl that just turned 14 and her name was Kari. That was when he asked what happened to her. "It was an awful thing…" "Nobody knows." "She was taken by dragons in the middle of the night!" "She probably just ran away…" were a few answers he got. But it didn't prove much, he wanted to know about the girl's character, but few answered that.

He was already a bit disappointed by the time he went to buy fish near the docks. There, he saw and heard two leaders speaking in the distance. One was Mogadon, the chief of the Meatheads and the other, who had a long red beard that looked like fireworks, he didn't know, but somehow Hall knew he was a chief of some tribe. Both were complaining about something, it took Hall a while to realize it was Kari.

"She is a good girl, but a bit weird, she often keeps saying dragons are good. And she gives us so much trouble."

"Don't have to tell me about it… my son was a real troublemaker…" the man sighed very sadly. "But what about her?"

"It's been days since someone last saw her and I've already ordered a few search parties in the forest. She's an orphan, so the responsibility falls to me…"

"And what about your son? Is he helping you? He's already old enough to do that, right?"

"He does. He's leading the search parties. He's a good son, strong and tough, though not very bright. I think he'll turn out to be a good leader in a few years…"

The red bearded man was sad, almost mournful. "I'm not so sure about my heir…"

"Oh, Stoick, I'm so sorry. I know you still miss him. But don't worry, Snotlout will be better for the tribe than…"

"Hiccup!" The man said and Hall stopped, curious. He knew these people didn't know his chief's name, but he turned out of instinct, searching the skies for a Night Fury, finding none.

Oblivious to Hall, Stoick was referring to him, looking from the back, Hall was very similar to Hiccup when he was 15, the age he left. But at the time, Stoick still believed his son was dead, so when he looked at that frail silhouette and that messy hair, he instantly though of his son. Though he wasn't as thin and the hair was darker and shorter, he only noticed it when Hall turned.

The boy didn't understand it, but he didn't stay to find out, he got a basket of fish and ran away back to the forest, because he was scared someone might find Freya, after all, he knew they were forming search parties.

Luckily, Freya was safe and sound where he left her, she quickly ate everything and they decided to leave, it was already getting too late. Darkness fell rapidly, and soon he was looking for a way home in the middle of the night, just what he was trying to avoid doing. It was dark and difficult to see, all he saw was a dark blur underneath them. He was just starting to get desperate when he heard a familiar voice not far away.

"Hey, I was getting worried, Hall."

"Hiccup! I'm back and I've got news. And your chest." The boy said looking as the chief and his night-blending dragon drew closer.

"Thanks. Now fly lower, you'll be able to see the island right over there." He pointed.

"Hiccup, you were right. The girl was telling the truth. At least about the Meathead's tribe thing. I don't know anything about the Outcasts, though…"

"It's okay. Just keep an eye on her, but no need to make a fuss out of it. Okay? Are you at least a bit more comfortable with her being around after going?"

"Just a little. I would be better if I could be sure of everything…"

"You and me both. But since we can't, let's not get ourselves too worried about what we can't do, okay?"

"Right, Sir. I guess I owe Sten a couple of apologies…"

"Don't worry about him, he's not that mad about you. He even asked where you were earlier."

"That's good to know. Thanks." Hall said just before landing. It was only after dismounting that the younger one felt how tired he really was. He gave Hiccup the chest he wanted and the chief thanked him, saying it was exactly what he needed. Both boys said good night and went to their respective houses to go to sleep, following the rest of the village into slumber.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you all liked the chap! I guess it was a pretty active one, right? Full of stuff happening and plotting plans developing. <strong>

**The story is getting to an end, so I'd really like you all to comment on how is it going, if you liked it or not and why, I'd really appreciate it! And remember that the more reviews I get, the faster I'll try to update! :D **

**And after reviewing, you can check my profile for other stories or the link to my DA for drawings like the cover. :D **

**Thank you all! **

**Itban Fuyu **


	24. Fiendishly Clever Plan

**Once again, I'd like to first thank my beta for editing it and make this so much better to read! You're awesome, girl! :D **

**So here's the last chap and there will be an epilogue that is going to be posted soon! I hope you all enjoyed it while it lasted! **

**Thanks to all the that favorites and followed, but more importantly, that reviewed (BTW, this is officially my most reviewed fic, thank you so much!). Reviews are very important, so please tell me what you think of the story! :D **

* * *

><p><em>Hiccup and his group finally go to Outcast Island to rescue Cami and all the tortured dragons, only to get caught by Alvin causing Hiccup to quickly devise a plan to get them out of there safely. At first, though, only a few people understood his strategy. As soon as the rescue party found Cami, they started to free all the tortured dragons while Hiccup and Stoick were forced to fight for their lives against three stubborn, mad dragons in the arena. <em>

**Chapter 23**

**Fiendishly Clever Plan **

"I was afraid you'd say that…"

As Stoic uttered that, the dragons hurried in their direction, leaving father and son no choice but to hide behind a large rock while the dragons shot fire at them. The boulder was very big and provided good shelter, but they knew it wouldn't last too long, since at least one of them would skirt it and attack them from the front, and Hiccup noticed it.

"Dad, this won't last long, we'll have to separate, okay? You go to the right and I'll go to the left, their shots will have to end sometime soon."

"Alright, but be careful, Son."

"You be careful too. And whatever you do, don't attack them, in fact; try to drop your axe so they can see it. This will confuse them and we want them to realize we're not going to hurt them."

Stoick nodded and waited for the dragons to stop long enough so he could jump behind another rock while Hiccup did the same on the other side. But since Hiccup moved a little later, he attracted more attention and the dragons went after him.

Hiccup didn't have a problem in dealing with wild dragons, on the contrary, he was used to that. But these reptiles weren't only wild, they were fumingly mad, almost to the point of being murderous, and they soon started to break the rock that sheltered his scrawny body. The moment Stoick saw this, he didn't think twice before shouting out to get their attention. The dragons turned and crawled to his side, still hissing angrily and so Stoick let his axe fall, gulping and wishing Hiccup's theory was right. The dragons screeched, confused, looking at the weapon on the floor and then to the huge red bearded man in front of them.

Hiccup knew they were getting confused, their reactions uneasy, and though he wasn't exactly sure about the routine the dragons had in Outcast hands, he was pretty sure the dragons had never seen humans either willingly drop their weapons or them refrain from attacking instead of torturing the reptiles mercilessly.

The Monstrous Nightmare was the one most afraid, backing away very slowly a few centimeters and sniffing the axe lying on the ground. The Timberjack was a huge species of dragon and he lowered his head, curious, to inspect the human. The Whispering Death, however, was snappy and apprehensive, and Hiccup knew that wasn't a good sign. The brunette saw the behavior and mouthed, more to himself than his father, since the Hooligan wasn't looking at him, 'no sudden moves!' But he was proved right when the Whispering Death suddenly flipped his sharp tail spikes to send Stoick far away.

The barbs cut Stoick's right arm, which he used to protect himself at the last minute, and he was propelled backward by the tremendous force of the Whispering Death's tail flip, hurting his left leg. It took a second or two to realize that the dragon was going after him again and the sudden move of its tail startled the other two, causing them to start growling and howling, equally irritated and afraid.

Unfortunately, Stoick couldn't really stand up since his leg was wounded and bloody. He certainly was a strong, massive Viking, but he was also getting old so his body wasn't as athletic as it used to be, and that coupled with the sharp and hot pain he was feeling, made it was hard to move. The enraged Whispering Death was rapidly nearing him, his razor sharp teeth rotating, when suddenly his son's scrawny, frail frame stepped into the middle of the dragon's path. Hiccup's hands were high in front of him, palms facing out, causing the dragon tho stop at the unusual attitude of the courageous young man.

The dragon screeched, uneasy, and was about to strike again when Hiccup quickly grabbed the handle on his right thigh and pressed the button to activate his flame sword. Immediately, the fire caught all three dragons' attention. Hiccup moved it from side to side and they looked at the pretty flames dancing, causing them to almost forget their anger. Hiccup moved Inferno around him a few times before he ignited the Zippleback's gas mechanism, surrounding himself with the green vapor before sparking it, showing the dragons he was like them.

Hiccup wanted everything to last a bit longer, to give his friends enough time to guarantee all the dragons were set free, but he had to act now or else the infuriated Whispering Death would just keep attacking. Stoick couldn't believe his eyes, the three mad and angry dragons abruptly changed, like they had never been wild at all. Now they were crooning sadly, almost as if they were whining, and didn't look like they were about to attack anymore.

Neither Stoick nor the Outcasts knew what Hiccup was doing, but when the young boldly man showed the dragons he was equal, their fright vanished. He wasn't a threat anymore, so the dragons were now feeling safe and secure around him. And it was even more amazing when Hiccup extended a hand again to the Whispering Death, close enough to bite half his arm off, and then the dragon just touched his palm with its snout, showing Hiccup he trusted him. A small, confident smile appeared in his face.

Soon the Monstrous Nightmare and the Timberjack approached slowly and unafraid, ready to reach Hiccup's hands as well. They weren't angry anymore either; they were feeling confident and that made all the difference to them. The two crooned sadly and Hiccup made soothing shushing sounds, trying to get them very calm. "Don't worry, I'll get you guys out of here." He reassured them in a low voice.

"How are you doing that?" Alvin demanded, huffing, in a very high and frustrated tone, he saw everything, but he had no clue as to what Hiccup had just done. It made no sense to him or to any other Outcasts watching the scene unfold. "How did you do that?"

"It doesn't matter; I dis. Now keep your part of the deal and free everyone." Hiccup shouted back, but he knew the answer he'd receive.

"No way, Boy. You're not going anywhere and neither are your friends. You're my prisoners and you'll train my dragons for me!"

Hiccup frowned, though he wasn't worried about Alvin, confident enough in his ability to escape. What troubled his mind was the fact that it was all happening faster than he wanted. He needed to stall the Outcasts a bit more to give his friends more time.

"You're crazy if you think I'll teach you how to train dragons so you can take over the Archipelago."

"You don't have a choice, Boy. You will do as I say!" Alvin yelled angrily, not used to being denied.

"No I won't." Hiccup shot back in an unconcerned, almost sarcastic tone, trying to buy a couple more minutes.

"Yes, you will."

"Here is what I'm going to do." Hiccup insisted very calmly, trying not to laugh at Alvin's rotten attitude. "I'm going to get out of here and take my friends too." His voice was overly confident, almost cocky, actually. And it was really getting on Alvin's nerves.

Then, Hiccup activated Inferno again and sliced the huge chain that was holding the mesh metal net over the arena and it fell, damaging the structure. Since it was bigger than the arena and in a semi-circle shape, it didn't hurt them, but it was enough to kick a thin layer of dust into the air. Hiccup used the moment of distraction to gesture for the dragons to attack the fragile points of the metal net he had observed since entering the arena.

He asked the Timberjack to pick up his father, who was still on the floor, before almost managing to stand up and fly away. Hiccup saw that both were hurt, but they were able to escape. Hiccup was about to mount the Monstrous Nightmare to flee as well, when he noticed that the dust was already setting and a very angry Alvin was charging at him. The Treacherous managed to capture Hiccup with a heavy net that sent him to the ground, and he only had time to yell for the dragon to go before more Outcasts neared him. Alvin didn't really care that three dragons had just escaped, he had a dungeon full of them, what he needed was that damn boy who had just proved to be very useful.

Hiccup wasn't overly worried, though he had to admit that being held by that net was definitely not in his plan, but he had to keep stalling them as long as he could, so he tried to keep his calm and cocky face as he stood on the ground once again looking up at Alvin.

"It looks like I got me'self a dragon trainer…"

Hiccup just sighed deeply, not daring to speak a word, thinking of how he could stall them even more, only making Alvin angrier with his silence. _It's okay_, Hiccup thought, _he wants me, he needs me, so he can't harm me._ He kept silent, glaring at the Outcast chief with challenging eyes.

Meanwhile, Astrid and the Strike Tribe, along with her fellow Hooligans, were almost finished freeing the dragons, and since there were a lot of them, they were managing to do it quite fast. Besides, since the dragons noticed that the group with fellow reptiles weren't going to hurt them, but free them, they stopped trying to attack them; that helped a lot.

As soon as they finished, they sent Stormcloud to Bork so the ships could approach. Some dragons were healthy enough to fly, but the majority had had their wings tied down to their bodies for too long and so they couldn't. The group got closer to the shore where they could see the ships drawing near, slowly and quietly so as not to catch the attention of any Outcasts, even though they were all in the arena by then.

Bork couldn't really see across the distance and so he had to rely on both Kari and Eira's vision, who were the people closest to him. Once they landed, however, he managed to coordinate the injured dragons inside the ships, soothing all the edgy ones like an extremely stubborn Speed Stinger that gave him some trouble before entering. The girls proved to be very handy with the stubborn dragons as well, leaving the calmer ones to be handled and directed into the boats by less skilled Strike Tribe members, Thuggory, Dogsbreath (who wasn't really willing to help) and the few Hooligans that decided to come. The ones who weren't waiting on the ships started helping as well, only mounting their dragons to pull the ships away when they were full, Heather was the first to take a boat away on her dragon, Moody.

It was when they were half-way through putting the wounded dragons on the boats that they saw three dragons coming from the island, one of them, a Timberjack, was carrying a human. He flew close enough that they could identify the man as Stoick the Vast. The Timberjack saw that the strange people weren't attacking those dragons and decided to leave Stoick with them before he flew away, the dragon was weak, but gathered up enough strength to go.

Garth and Gobber helped Stoick up while Astrid walked up to them. Stoick was hurt and bloody, but luckily they had brought a lot of medical supplies, even if they were intended mainly for the dragons, not the humans.

"Stoick, where's Hiccup?" Astrid asked watching the three dragons go but none of them had a human with them. Toothless crooned worriedly behind her.

The huge red bearded man sighed sadly, not minding his own wounds. "He was still there when I left. I don't know what happened…" A sharp hot wave of guilt struck him, even though he knew there was nothing he could have done, when he caught himself, he was already being lifted by the dragon. Astrid frowned, determined.

"Okay, Hiccup's not the only one to have good ideas. The dragons are here, some are already far enough and some are entering the boats. Toothless and I will look for him, you guys get away as soon as you can!"

"But it's dangerous, Princess." Thuggory replied giving a Gronckle, being guided by Sten, space to make his way inside the ship. The teen was having a hard time trying to help all those dragons and he knew it was about to get even worse since he was the official 'dragon healer', but it was worth it.

Astrid and Toothless ran back to the center of the Outcast Island, she knew it would be better to take with Stormfly too, not only did she need to be very sneaky and another dragon might get in the way of that, but also because they might need another dragon to pull the ships away, since they'd be very heavy when full.

She entered the dungeon again with Toothless, searching for a way out of that maze of cells. There had to be a way she could get to the place where the Outcasts bunked, they were crazy, rude and ostracized, but they were humans and they needed somewhere for them to call a home. A place they could eat, drink mead, or sleep and she needed to find it, hoping Alvin would take Hiccup there instead of a cell. The Outcast had done that before and it hadn't work, or so Hiccup told her. Alvin wasn't overly smart but neither was he stupid, he'd try something different, and that might just give the Strike Tribe enough time to get away with the dragons. Or so she hoped before hearing footsteps.

There was a very alarmed, random Outcast walking down the dungeon corridors, realizing that all the cells were empty. Not one single dragon or Strike Tribe member remained. And then, unluckily, he found both a blond girl and a Night Fury. He turned around and gathered a lungful of air to shout for help but before he could yell anything, he fell to the ground, unconscious.

"Well, Toothless, that was close. Good tail swing. Now let's go find Hiccup. Do you think you can smell him?"

The black dragons started to sniff the air and ran in the direction the Outcast had come from. They ran for a few minutes until they reached the entrance of the arena that was a bit torn up, the metal net had fallen and broken. It was simply a mess, with dust all over the place.

From where she was standing, Astrid could see Hiccup, his hands being tied behind his back and being pushed by Alvin in another direction. She could also see Alvin holding Inferno's handle. No one noticed her or Toothless, so she smartly took advantage of that, asking the Night Fury to blast the mesh metal net over them.

The large and heavy metal web-pipes fell very close to the group, but Toothless aimed strategically to not harm his human. The moment Hiccup saw the purplish blows that belonged to his best friend, he moved to take cover, noticing how the now frail structure was starting to creak and give in. There weren't very many Outcasts with Alvin, but they all fell into coughing fits because of the dust once again in the air. He didn't know how, but suddenly, Astrid was beside him, releasing his wrists.

"A-Astrid? What are you doing here? I told you to leave!"

"Change of plans. I make my own orders sometimes, do you understand?" He just heaved a sigh in response, as he was now free, grabbing his fire sword in the confusion.

Hiccup noticed in the nick of time that Alvin was charging at them with his sword drawn, and luckily, he stopped the attack with Inferno. Alvin continued swinging his sword and Hiccup had difficulty blocking, he was still wounded and his gash was starting to hurt from all the movement so he could only hope it wasn't opening again.

When he was almost at his limits, Toothless swung his tail into Alvin, sending him to the ground. Though the Outcast chief wasn't unconscious, he was too strong and hard to get rid of, he fell onto the ground and that gave Hiccup and Astrid enough time to hop onto Toothless to get out of there. Being a Night Fury, he managed to take both humans out of there and fly over the horizon, meeting up with the 26 ships filled with wounded dragons being pulled by theirs in record time.

"Hiccup!" Camicazi was the first to spot them. "Thank the Gods you're okay!"

"And you're in a big trouble young lady!" He joked as Toothless flew next to Shimmer, since they had given Cami stuff to eat and drink, she was feeling good enough to fly. He sighed and his tone stopped being so playful. "You shouldn't have done that! I was worried!"

"Me too!" Eret said, flying next them, Windwalker was pulling another boat.

"You shut up, I'm still mad at you." Cami retorted, crossing her arms.

"You can be mad as long as you want, I'm just glad to see you alive and well." He said sincerely and she huffed, stubbornly.

"How am I supposed to keep being mad at you when you say stuff like that?"

Hiccup smiled, happy for them and gestured for Toothless to fly near the boat Bork was on, who was patching up a wounded Speed Stinger. It was the same ship Stoick was on and it was being pulled by his Rumblehorn, named Scullcrusher by the Hooligan chief, along with Runa and her human, Garth.

"Son! What happened?"

"I got caught up in a net, sorry…" He said playfully. "But it's okay now. Everyone's fine and all the dragons were rescued. And I must thank Astrid and Toothless for helping me out." He said petting his best friend and looking back at the beautiful girl sitting behind him, holding his chest to prevent her from falling while being careful not to hurt his wound. "But, please don't disobey me again."

"Oh, Hiccup, when are you going to learn? You may be a chief and demanding and all, but you're not the boss of me." She leaned closer to him to whisper in his ear. "But you _may_ have stolen my heart." He couldn't help but smile.

"Well, let's go back to Berk and treat these dragons before we head back to Drakheim. It's going to be a long trip there…" Hiccup announced, happy it was finally all over.

* * *

><p><strong>Flashback 23<strong>

After the very busy Market Day when Hall went by himself, Mogadon was in his house, tired and drinking mead when his son walked in.

"Good that you're back, Thuggory. Did you find anything?"

"Sorry, Dad. No sign of her. She's nowhere."

"I think she might have sailed out. I know it's difficult, but it could happen. Yesterday, I noticed that one small boat was missing. It might be light enough for her to maneuver by herself. So I want you to sail out to look for her."

"But, Dad, why? I mean, okay, she as a good girl and all, but why all this trouble for her?"

"She is still a member of our tribe, Son. Her parents were great warriors and they served well, if we don't try hard to find her, how could all the other parents feel safe if they die in battle and leave their sons or daughters behind? Someone has to look after them, you know. And you better get used to this, since you're taking over after me."

"Come on, Dad…"

"Whining is for the weak. I want you to be more responsible, so you're sailing out to find her. You may take that colleague of yours, Dogsbreath, to help you. He's been causing a lot of trouble around here so it will be good for him to go on a trip."

Thuggory was about to complain, but he knew it wouldn't work, so he just sighed. "Okay, but what if I really don't find her? Or if she died or something?"

"I want you to try hard, at least for a few months."

"Alright, alright… I'll go…"

* * *

><p><strong>Yeah, I know, really tiny flashback, I just wanted a last one with the last chap, couldn't really break the pattern now...<strong>

**All good things come to an end and next chap will be the epilogue, so please tell me what do you guys think of the story! It's really important to me and I'd love o know what you guys liked or didn't like in the story! **

**And after reviewing, you can check my profile for other stories or the link to my DA for drawings like the cover. :D**

**Thank you all!**
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><p><strong>Epilogue<strong>

**A few months later...**

Life was back to normal for the Strike Tribe, or as normal it could be with dragons as pets.

Bork and Heidi went back to compiling Hiccup's journals and adding new information in dragon related books, which not only had all the characteristics of known dragons but also told people the best way to train each species, though it could vary a bit from dragon to dragon, depending on their personality.

Hall and Eira got closer to each other, especially once she started spending time watching him work in the forge with a few new tricks he learned from Gobber. Sten and Kari made great progress in the '_Dragon Healer Book_' that Sten was tasked to write. But that didn't mean Hall and Eira didn't help as well. In fact, the four of them became nearly inseparable friends, and they were always seen together.

Garth and his wife were teaching their three year son to bond with dragons, the boy was already used to having the dragons around, since they were always present in his life. The boy wasn't aware of it, but, when he was a baby, Runa often smoothly rocked his cradle in the middle of the night so he could sleep.

Heather became rather bored 'babysitting' Snotlout, who was sleeping at the 'Guest House' of the Strike Tribe since they attacked the Outcasts. In fact, he had to continue his training to become the next chief of the Hooligans; however, Stoick left him there for two main reasons. One, he wanted Snotlout to learn something from his cousin; and two, he still hoped Hiccup would change his mind and come back to Berk. But Heather had mixed feelings about Snotlout. Sometimes she was bored when he was around, but when he decided to go back home for a few weeks, she felt lonely and devastated; despite him being a pain, he also made her laugh every single day and that made her very happy indeed.

The other Hooligans teens were also staying for a bit longer. The twins couldn't help but learn more ways to pull pranks with the dragons, now that they were mounting Barf and Belch, the possibilities of messing with everyone greatly multiplied. Fishlegs, on the other hand, wanted to know more about dragons and he was constantly around Bork, who was eager to teach him whatever he wanted.

Stoick wanted to stay with his son, but he knew he couldn't leave the village in his brother's care for too long, he was the actual chief and he had responsibilities, though Spitelout was always willing to cover for a few days so Stoick could visit Hiccup. And since the Rumblehorn he named Skullcrusher was always with him, the trip was cut very short, and that was probably the part Stoick liked in having a dragon friend.

The Hooligans were getting used to Stoick's dragon, Skullcrusher. He was a very quiet dragon, but the majority of them didn't like it one bit, though it wasn't like they could complain to the chief. Years and years of war between humans and dragons made it difficult for the villagers to simply accept the flying reptiles, in addition, they had never witnessed Hiccup taming a wild one and they never laid eyes on the Red Death, the cause of the raids. Gobber also got himself a dragon, a Hotburple he named Grump, which he used to accompany Stoick when visiting the Strike Tribe.

Camicazi ended up forgiving Eret, which wasn't easy. But Eret didn't mind it, she was worth it. They weren't dating or anything yet, but it sure looked like it was inevitable, since Eret was making quite an effort to conquer her heart. They went almost everywhere together, including when she visited her mother, Bertha, who quickly realized the young man was after her daughter. Bertha liked Hiccup and she also liked the idea of Cami and him together, but deep down, she knew he didn't like her in a romantic way. So he didn't deserve her.

The winter was turning the landscape to white, with thin layers of snow that covered pretty much everything. The annual holiday Vikings celebrated, Snoggletog, was approaching so everyone was making preparations. Hiccup and Astrid were sitting in the 'upper level', watching as the people of the Strike Tribe built the Snoggletog tree. They were sitting on a pile of snow since there were no other seating options, but their dragons were close, sheltering them from the cold breeze with their wings.

Hiccup and Astrid had gone flying earlier, and the colder weather presented the need to wear more layers of clothing, a mistake Hiccup had made in the past, resulting in a very bad flue.

"You should be more careful, ." He said to Astrid "I don't want you to get sick or anything."

"Yeah, I know, you told me before." She rolled her eyes, but there was a smile on her lips, she liked to know he cared for her. "Don't worry, I'll put on another coat next time we fly, happy now?"

"Yes, Milady."

"By the way, Hiccup, are you coming with me to Berk for Snoggletog?" She asked innocently, remembering that just a few hours before, Camicazi and Eret had gone to the Bog Burglars to celebrate the holiday week. Hiccup sighed heavily. Cami was spending more time with her mother and now he knew why, Bertha wanted her to come back just as much as Stoick wanted him back on Berk, and he was sure Stoick would ask again. "I mean, you're coming, right?"

"Sure…"

"Oh, come on, Hiccup. Your father has been alone during the holiday for the past five years; you can't do this to him again. Snoggletog is all about family and friendship, he was devastated those five years that he thought you were dead."

"I know, but I never wanted that. As you know, I thought he knew I was alive all the time; that I had just run away… The thing is, he's gonna ask me to come back again and you know I just can't. Especially now that Cami is close to going away and Eret will probably follow her…"

"Yeah, you told me all that stuff about being a leader and you three dividing the responsibilities…"

"I'm sorry…" He mumbled sadly.

"It's okay, Hiccup." Astrid replied, reaching for his hands, her cold one brushing his fingers, both realizing they had to cover up soon. He looked at her soft hand on his, then up at her blue, understanding eyes and a shadow of a smile crossed his lips.

"Thanks. It's just that I don't want to disappoint him and I will do just that when I repeat I can't go back to living on Berk…"

"Hiccup, look at yourself! You're anything but a disappointment to your father, believe me. You turned out to be everything he always wished. During these past five years, I've heard him mourning and whispering to himself how he wished you to be there so you could be this or that. And you are. You're a great leader, people respect you, you're smart and intelligent and good at sword fighting. And you are alive. Above all, that's what he wanted the most. There's no way you're gonna disappoint him when you're exactly what he ever wanted his little boy to grow up to. Well, except for a little more muscle, but you're okay to me." He managed a small laugh.

"I'll take that as a compliment."

"It _was_ a compliment, silly." She said, elbowing him playfully, he couldn't help but note to himself how beautiful her smile was.

"Okay then, I'll talk to Garth and Bork, since Cami and Eret are out, they'll take over in my absence."

"Right. I'll grab a coat and I'll take another lap with Stormfly over the island, we'll be back in about an hour."

"We'll leave in the morning then. I guess Snotlout said he and the other Hooligans were going today, am I right?"

"I guess he left when we were flying. I mean, everyone's family is there, so they needed to go. Me too, but I wanted to leave with you."

"And you just got what you wanted, Milady."

"I always get what I want." She kissed his cheek and stood up to hop on Stormfly.

He sighed and stood up as well, just not as quick and happily as she did, then he mounted Toothless so they could fly down to the docks, where Garth would probably be. Hiccup wasn't wrong as he saw the man fixing up a ship with Runa.

"Hello, Hiccup." The man greeted joyfully.

"Hi, Garth. How are you doing?"

"Just fine. The teens look happy building the tree, don't you think? The first Snoggletog we spent here everyone seemed so sad because of… you know…"

"Yeah, it must have been hard, I can't imagine what you all have been through because of the Berserkers. But I'm glad everyone's moving on and happy during the holiday." Hiccup said, looking up to the 'middle level' where the teens of the village were constructing the Snoggletog tree, and all seemed very happy indeed. "By the way, Garth, I wanted to talk to you…"

"Just say it, Hiccup."

"The Hooligans already left for Berk to celebrate the holiday and I'll be going tomorrow too, I want to see my father and family. You know… Stoick's been visiting a lot but I'm kind of avoiding it because people are still a bit withdrawn about dragons, especially Toothless. I know I have a lot of stuff to do here and all, but I think you guys can manage a few days without me, right?"

"Sure. In fact, Boy, I think you're taking it too seriously."

Hiccup frowned, confused and exchanged looks with Toothless before raising an eyebrow.

"What, exactly is it that I take too seriously?"

"Leadership."

"But, Garth, I have to take it seriously."

"Of course, but you exaggerate, Boy. You don't fool me, I see you around all the time here and there worrying about every little thing. You're more worried than the chief I had in my old tribe, he was probably half as worried than you, which doesn't mean he wasn't dedicated. But you have to learn how to relax a bit, Boy, or it will tear you apart."

"B-but… I… just…" Hiccup said confused, a hand mindlessly running through his messy auburn hair. Memories of him as a kid played in his mind, remembering how his busy father never had time for him, he was always working, always doing something for the village, always thinking about how to help his tribe. Hiccup wasn't doing anything differently. "I thought it was normal…"

"Oh, no Boy. It sure isn't."

"But that's what my father did all along. I don't understand…"

"My guess is that there was a reason for that. Maybe he lost someone and buried himself in work, I've seen it a lot in my tribe when people lost someone important in a raid, dragon or non." Instantly, Hiccup thought of his mother that had died in one. Could that be it or was his father just overly obsessed his work? And if the first assumption was the right one, did he get worse about it since he believed his son was dead? "But is it your only trouble, Kid?"

"Actually, no…" He wasn't going to talk about it, but before he realized it, he was already speaking. "My dad kinda asked me to go back with him…"

"And what did you say?"

"That I can't go, obviously. I mean, I have duties and responsibilities here. I am the chief after all."

"Oh, Kid, but that's not what you want to do, right?"

"Well, part of me does, but another part… not so much…" He replied, crossing his arms and leaning on Toothless. "I like it here, I love living amongst dragons and flying freely with Toothless, but I also want to be close to my father, who is, by the way, showing he's proud of me for the first time since I've always been the opposite of what a Viking should be, just look at me…"

"Then why don't you move there? And don't tell me it's because of your leadership, you already tried that."

"Well, it is that and also because of Toothless, I don't know if they'll accept him or try to stab him on his sleep... with me as well. He's my best friend and we need each other, so how can I live there if he's not accepted?"

"Maybe he will be. Look at me. I used to hate dragons and obviously fear the mighty offspring of lightening and death itself. Now I can reach my hand and pet him like a giant and ordinary dog or cat." To illustrate what he said, Garth reached to pet Toothless on the head, sliding his hand behind his ear, stroking the black stales while the dragon crooned happily, he loved a good scratch there.

"So what are you saying?"

"Maybe the people of Berk will get used to dragons someday just like I did, even if it takes a while. As for your leadership problem, I know that Camicazi is soon going back to the Bog Burglars, and I have no doubt Eret will go after her, along with his loyal men. So why not have the rest of us all move to Berk? Perhaps a bit further away from the village, but I think if there's a lot of people with dragons, it will be easier for the Hooligans to accept, and then maybe someday they'll all have them too. Think about it, The Bog Burglars are already like that; there'll be two big allied tribes with dragons. And who knows, maybe others would want it too. Not to mention the Meatheads, since you recently started to teach them how to deal with dragons."

"That's true, I think… But what about everyone? Who said they'd want to move out?"

"Kid, we already lost too much. We lost important friends, families and the feeling of safety once. We also like this place, but we like you as a leader too and I think I can speak for everyone when I say we'd gladly follow you. Besides, as far as I know, even if we go, you're still going to be our leader eventually." Garth smiled confidently. "And I'm also sure your father would accept us there if it meant heaving you back, but why don't you ask him? We can build new homes there, and maybe upgrade the Great Hall with the help of dragons, it was too small to fit in our entire tribe with our dragons and have extra space. A Whispering Death could open the walls in no time."

"Thanks a lot, Garth, I think you just gave me a very good idea." Hiccup said cheerfully. "I'm gonna talk to my father and see what happens. Though it's not certain or anything, it's just an idea, okay? I'm not saying we're gonna move or anything…" He trailed off, mounting Toothless. "I'm going in the morning with Astrid, help Bork out with leadership and have a nice Snoggletog."

"You too, Hiccup. See you in a few days."

"See you later!" He yelled, already airborne with Toothless quickly flying and searching for Bork so Hiccup could talk to him as well.

Hiccup and Astrid departed early the next day in order to reach Berk by nightfall. It was a tough journey, and they only stopped about half an hour for lunch and five minutes every two hours so the dragons could rest their wings and the humans stretch their muscles.

"I can't believe we're actually here already!" Astrid yelled, excited, looking at the blur over the dark blue horizon she just knew was the shape of the island of Berk. "But I'm sore all over…"

"Yeah, flying for too long tends to do it."

"You seem okay, though."

"I got used to this, years of practice." He said with a playful smile on his face while she rolled her eyes, imagining how far at once dragon and rider had gone. Such a thrilling life style she had missed over those five years and part of the blame was on her, she had driven Hiccup away.

"I'll get used to this, too."

"Yes, but try to relax tomorrow, you'll still be sore in the morning…"

"I knew you'd say that…" She mumbled in an annoyed tone.

Flying a bit closer, they started to see the night-lights surrounding the village area. Astrid said she was going to her parents and would see him in the morning, he waved goodbye and flew the other way, aiming to land in front of the little cozy house upon the hill he used to know so well. It was still weird for Hiccup to come back to Berk, people still graced him with disbelieving looks and they often yelled 'Night Fury!' when he approached because of Toothless's peculiar whistling sound when flying too fast. And it was because of that sound that Stoick ran outside his house to see the black dragon landing right in front of him.

"Son! You came!" Stoick tried to hide how happy he was to see his son, but it was difficult. Hiccup dismounted, glad to see his father without the disappointed scowl he knew so well.

"Sure. I couldn't leave you alone for the holiday and you said you were too busy to come visit me, so I came." He looked around the place that was just as he remembered, and the big Snoggletog tree seemed to be almost done in the center of the village. "I like how the tree is decorated this year."

"Thanks, we just finished it up today, just in time for Snoggletog Eve tomorrow. It took us almost two weeks!"

"Really? I forgot it could take that long… But it is a pretty big one…"

"What do you mean?"

"Well, Dad, with the dragon's help we can build it in one day. There are really a lot of advantages in living with them."

"So I've heard… At least the people are getting used to Skullcrusher." Stoick gestured to the Rumblehorn lying on the ground near his house. "Now, come on in, Son. You two must be starving."

"We surely are. I bet Toothless would love a big basket full of salmon, right Bud?" The dragon crooned in agreement.

"Sure, I'll bring it in no time. Enter and warm up near the fireplace, you're probably cold too, the weather is awfully harsh this time of the year."

"Thanks, Dad." Hiccup said, noticing his fingers were freezing. Once again he had forgotten to wear gloves, but thankfully, his flying gear covered up almost everything, so only his fingers were unprotected.

Stoick left to get the basket for Toothless and Hiccup entered the house with his best friend. The rider sat in front of the flames, extending his hands to feel the warmth of the fire, his dragon lying right behind him, putting his wing around the human to ward off the the cold. Stoick didn't take too long before coming back and leaving the dragon's food on the side of the room, where Toothless ate very joyfully.

Hiccup was warm enough to leave his place close the fire and sit at the table with his father, who went back to the dinner he was about to eat when his son arrived. Luckily, Stoick made enough food for Hiccup too, although the scrawny young man didn't eat much anyway.

It wasn't the first time side Stoick found out he was alive that Hiccup was back in the house he grew up in, but it was the first time that they were actually eating together since then. There was an uncomfortable silence Hiccup didn't think would happen because when his father started to understand him, they managed to talk a lot, especially about dragons. This time it was a bit weird and quiet, just like it used to be before Hiccup ran away, back then, they barely spoke and when they did, no one really listened.

They finished their meal in silence and Stoick got them each a mug of mead. Hiccup couldn't sit again, so he started to gather up the dishes and pace around anxiously.

"Hey, Dad." He began shrugging and running a hand through his auburn hair. "What would you say… No, let me start again… You know I am chief now and everything, but you want me back and I told you I can't, but what if we joined our tribes? I mean, if the Strike Tribe joined the Hooligans. We could teach everyone how to deal with dragons and we could ally with the Bog Burglars, most of them already live with them. And Thuggory wants to sign a peace treaty with the Strike Tribe, so it could be with us together, though I know you're on good terms with the Meatheads, it would be a good thing if we came here, right? And maybe we could even teach the Meatheads how to deal with them…" Hiccup trailed off, he was so nervous that he had spoken almost everything without stopping to even breathe.

"You mean you'll be coming home?" Stoick's voice was filled with hope. He had just sat down on his chair, but he stood upon hearing this.

"It's just an idea and I'm not saying it will be immediate, okay?"

"Oh, on, I just want you back. I've been praying to the Gods since the day I thought you were dead."

Stoick approached his son and hugged him. Te chief didn't show emotions or display too much human contact even with important people, so when he did that, Hiccup understood what he meant to his father. In fact, he already knew, but it was hard to believe it after 15 years of receiving disappointed scowls and not being heard. Hiccup hugged back and no more words needed to be said.

"But, tell me, Son. You just want to be close to your new _girlfriend_, right?" Stoick had to say something, to joke; it was getting too emotional for the Viking's liking.

"Well, that helped too, I guess…" Hiccup replied, blushing, because though he didn't want to admit it, his father wasn't the only reason he wanted to come back to Berk. He knew that Astrid would come back eventually and he wanted to be close to her too, but that didn't mean he didn't want to finally be closer to his father, because he really did.

"And how are things on that island of yours?" Stoick asked, making Hiccup very happy for the fact that he actually wanted to hear him. Both sat back down on their chairs and kept talking until it was very late when they finally decided to go to sleep, wishing each other a merry Snoggletog Eve, since it was already past midnight. That year, was a very happy holiday for both father and son.

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>
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**. **

**And here it is, guys! The last chap for "New Beginnings"! **

**I really hope everyone liked reading it as much as I did writing! And thank you all who reviewed this story, I loved reading them! Thanks so much!**
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**Thank you all who read, favorited and followed!**

**Unfortunately, all good things come to an end and this is the end! Please tell me what you guys thought of this story! **
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End file.
